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Chapter | - Intro 


Author's Notes: 

The intro is freely inspired from one of the first moments of the movie Batman Returns, when Selina Kyle is 
pushed through the window of the building top floor and falls down on the ground where she is brought back 
to life by street cats. 

The rest of the story will have nothing to do with Batman or Catwoman. 


| had managed several years without getting into trouble when dealing. | guess | had been lucky. | was careful 
too, of course, but you need a bit of luck as well. That night, unfortunately, lady luck wasn't around and before 
| could say anything or try to grab my gun, this guy shoved a knife into my abdomen and his tall friend 
punched me in the face and most likely broke my nose. Way to go, Stradlin! Bleeding to death under a nice full 
moon. They could have spared my face at least. I'll look like shit when someone will find me. If anyone finds me. 
| am not that far from our place but there is no way | can walk those few blocks. | fell on the ground the 
minute they let me down, after searching all my pockets and running away with my cash and the few packs of 
smack | still had on me. 


| manage to crawl away from the street to a side alley. Maybe | should sit there to rest a bit, gather some 


strength and try to walk later. Also sometimes there are police patrols driving around. Where are the fucking 
cops when you need them? It's a serious wound and | can see l'm soaked in blood already. | feel pretty weak. 
That's really bad. | have no clue what to do. My vision's already blurry and all | can see are yellow and green 
shiny dots around me. Am | losing consciousness? Now | feel something rubbing against my leg. Something 
warm. Two more yellowish shiny dots. Wait.. Is this a cat? Yes, it's a cat. OF course, I'm sitting against trash 
bins in an empty alley at night, probably disturbing their midnight snack time. Sorry guys, but please do as if 


lm not around. 


| really have a hard time keeping my eyes open. Its probably a good thing so | don't see how much more blood 
has spilled over my shirt and pants. | think I'm hallucinating now. | see more cats, many cats. | hear noises, 
purrs and meows and other animal sounds. | can't breathe. Fuck, this is it, | think. | must be dying for real. 
That sucks big time. | would have preferred to go from a smack overdose, at least getting high before 


crashing down. 


Chapter 2 - | am a fucking cat 


Hours later, at the break of dawn, | open my eyes. What crazy dream did | have? Something with a murder 
and cats but | don't recall very well the plot of the nightmare. | don't even remember getting back home. My 
eyesight is a bit blurry. That's a new hangover side effect, never had that one before. | should really stop 
drinking Night Train. It's really crap. Also my nose is assaulted by the stench of trash. Our place is really 
becoming a pig stall. What did we leave rotting here for it to smell so bad? 


Ok, so this is very weird now. | see a bit better but | don't seem to be home. Where the hell did | sleep last 
right? Am | outside? Shit, | slept on the sidewalk?! What the fuck happened? | recall two losers approaching me 
towards the middle of the night. Did we argue? Did they knock me out? | wasn't that drunk, not when | work 
That explains the trash smell, at least. I'm lying next to a garbage can. Classy, real classy. | better get up and 
go back to the house to take a shower. So | get up. Wait, am | up? Everything is so big and tall. But I'm up, on 
my feet, right? | look down and almost faint. | know, | just woke up and am hangover but this is fucking freaky 


now. | don't see my feet. | see furry black paws. 


| know what everyone might be thinking. No, | haven't swapped smack for mushroom or other hallucinogenic 
substances. Still, | see black paws, like paws of an animal, a cat or something. | try to raise my arm to my 
head to rub my eyes but all that happens is a paw stroking my face. My face feels weird too. | move around. 
Fine, | can walk, even if it seems like I'm crawling at street level. | have no clue what this is and what caused 


this but this the worst trip ever. | really need to get home and get some sleep. 


As | make my way home | pass next to one of those shops that has mirrors all the way down to the ground 
to decorate the side of the entrance door. | have a look just to see the damage and how bad | must look after 
this fucking weird night. Shit, the mirror doesn't work. | can't see my reflection All | can see is a cat. | turn 
around to see the cat that must be behind me. Why does this mirror reflect the cat but not me? Yeah, 
whatever, there is no cat behind me. Trying again. Looking into the fucking mirror. No Izzy. Just a black cat. | 
proceed to raise my hand to touch the mirror. My hand still looks like a paw, which | cannot explain, but this is 
the least of my worries at this point. I'd like my reflection back, thank you very much. Still, all | see is a cat 
putting his paw against the mirror. | take away my hand. | see the cat paw moving away. | tilt my head on one 
side and see the cat's head tilting in the same direction | stop moving, and so does the cat. Holy fucking shit! 
No way. No way in hell this is happening! This is a very bad dream, or a very bad trip. Someone must have 
spiked my smack with LSD or something. 


| fall on my butt and stay there sitting, looking at the image in the mirror, one of a black cat sitting. | am 
going to scream. Good idea. That might wake me up from this fucking nightmare. And so, as | open my mouth 
to scream, all | can hear is a meow. A big loud meow but still, no words, no syllables, no human voice, just a 


fucking meow sound. 


| am not sure how long | sat there watching the cat in the mirror, meaning watching myself. So there is only 
one explanation to all this. | am a fucking cat. | don't know how and | don't know why but | am. At this point, 
there is not much else | can take. | just want to go home and try to figure this out. 


| give the black cat a last look in the shop mirror and | move on | walk home on my four legs, well on my 
paws. | notice it goes faster than a human walking on two legs. Like | care, really. | just need to get home and 
find a way to see how to deal with this. That's what | should be focusing on for today. | also have the eerie 
feeling that someone or something is following me since a while. I've felt it a few times as | am strolling down 
the street. I've stopped a few times and looked behind but nothing. This is annoying. l'm in no shape or mental 
condition to deal with someone stalking me. The sun is starting to shine now and there is one side of the street 
that is already illuminated. | cross the street and decide to walk on that side, so | can check who's following me 
by checking the shadow on the wall, behind me. After a few blocks, | still haven't seen anyone or any other 
creature stalking me. But the feeling is still there. There is something following me. So | observe a bit better 
the shadow on the wall. Alright.. Now | see it. That's my fucking tail. That's the thing that's following me. This 


is so fucked up. I've scared myself with my own tail. How fucking surreal is this? 


| arrive at the hell house, which is basically an apartment, up one floor. | can climb the flight of stairs but 
now what? Its not like | can find my keys in the pocket of my jacket. And even if | had keys, | don't have hands 
to manipulate the keys. And even if | could seize the keys and turn them in the lock, the lock is way too high 
for me. So shit. What do | do? | sit there in front of the apartment door like an idiot. Maybe someone will come 
out and | can sneak in. But its probably 7130 am or something like that so the likelihood that someone will get 
out of the house soon is remote. Probably Duff will be the first out for going to his job. He usually leaves at 
1030. 


| stay there for a few minutes, pondering my options. Then it dawns on me that | would perhaps not need to 
wait for the door to open | am a cat. Cats can climb and jump. So | jump on the side of the staircase and go 
around towards the back of the apartment. | am amazed at how easy it is for me to jump from one thing to 


the other. It feels like I've had done that my whole life. 


After a bit of exploration in the back of our shady apartment building, | manage to locate our bedroom 
windows, which were overlooking the courtyard at the back. One window is open on the right. | figure it is Slash 
and Stevie's room. | climb up on that side and venture next to the window. Indeed, | see both of them passed 
out on their respective beds. That's my chance. | slither my way under the window that was pushed up 
outside and go in, jumping down without a sound on the table that is besides Stevie's bed. 


Finally, l'm home. Great. Now the bad news is that the door of their bedroom is closed. At this point, however, 
| feel a bit exhausted so | jump on the bottom of one of the bed, choosing Stevie's since he occupies less room 
than Slash, and close my eyes for a well-deserved nap. Since none of this makes any sense, it is altogether 


possible that when | wake up in an hour or two, | will be my human self again. 


Chapter 3 - Where's Izzy? 


A weird noise from outside wakes me up. | am confused at first, especially when | notice | slept on a black 
fluffy throw l'm not too familiar with but then | remember the unescapable new reality of my life. | am still a 
fucking cat and this is not a throw, this is my tail that got curled up under my head. Fantastic. | am a living 
blanket. 


| look around and see Slash and Stevie still on their beds. They don't seem to have moved much. It's really 
bright outside now, so it must be later but how much later? | am hungry. Maybe it's lunch time? I'm not 
often hungry and when | am it's not at normal times of the day so this does not help in any way. 


| spot Slash's watch on the side of his bed. | jumped down and walk till there. It's almost 10.00 am. | slept well 
but I'm fucking bored and I'm hungry. | need to get things back to normal and | need the guys to help me out. | 
cringe at the idea of trying to ask help from them for something like that but hell, what the fuck am | 
supposed to do? So first thing first, | need one of those two to get up. | know Slash is not a happy camper in 
the morning so | opt for Stevie, who is not the brightest star in the sky but he's usually in a good mood, even 
when he's hungover. So now, what do | do? I'm a cat so | jump on the mattress where Stevie lies and | push 
his arm with my nose. No reaction | do it again a few times. Jeez, Stevie stinks. He needs to shower. | guess 
cats have heightened senses, just my luck the first thing | can test them on is Stevie's sweaty morning post- 
booze smell. | decide to move around and go where his head is resting, on the pillow. | meow next to his ear 


and sit, waiting for a reaction Finally he starts to move. 
"Slash... Lemme sleep..", is all he manages to blurt out, not really awake. 


No, man, I'm not gonna let you sleep. We have a fucking big issue to sort out. So | meow again, louder, and push 


myself against his face. Stevie brushes his face with his hands. 
"Shit, Slash, why do you rub your hair on my face?" Stevie asks his eyes still closed. 


Eventually he opens his eyes and he sees me. Now we're perhaps getting somewhere. Stevie's brain is still 


waking up, | think, because he doesn't say or do anything, he just looks at me for a while 

"Slash, why did you put a cat on my bed?" 

'Slash?", Stevie calls again but realizes that his roommate is still sound asleep. 

Stevie returns his look at me and stupidly smiles at me in between locks of his blond messy mane. 
"Where do you come from, kitty?" 


Talking with Stevie was never my favorite activity but now | can't be really picky. The only problem is that | 


can't talk back. | can meow, that's it. So | meow to answer him, what else? 


"Sure, man.., is all | get from Stevie who puts his hand on my head and pets me. Stevie pets me! This is not a 
good way to start the day. | need to turn back into myself soon. I'm not sure | will survive many days if this 
is now my life. | just hope Stevie gets up and opens this fucking door so | can go around the house and maybe 
find something to eat in the kitchen. Don't you need to go pee, man? Please go to the bathroom. Now. 

At that very moment, there's a bang on the door of Slash and Stevie's room. 

"You guys are up?!", | hear Axl growling. 

Stevie jumps out of bed, stumbles on his boots that are laying in the middle of the floor and almost fall. He 
steadies himself against a small cupboard standing against the back wall of their room and makes it to open 
the door, holding on to the door frame with a lot of effort, just in case he would lose his balance again. 
"What's up, Axl?" 

Axl doesn't look happy. 

"Izzy is not here. Have you seen him last night?" 

Finally someone has noticed | am missing! Thank fucking God! 

"Don't know, Axl. We were out last night, Slash and I.. Haven't seen Izzy." 

"Shit! That's not normal", Axl says. 

| take this opportunity to run towards the door. | pass by Axl and sit next to him in the corridor. He may not 
have seen me, so | push myself against his leg, just so he notices I'm there. I'm not too sure what | try to 
accomplish there but if there is someone | need to talk to, it's him, not Stevie. 

"What the hell is this?", Axl screams like he saw a monster. 

Shit, cool down, Ax. I'm a cat, it's not that bad. 

"Since when do we have a cat, goddamit?", Axl asks irritated. 

‘It was there in our bedroom when | got up", Stevie explains with a shrug. 

"You don't keep that thing. It's a mess already in here, we don't need to add cat pee or shit to this place." 
With friends like this you don't need enemies. The saying takes a whole new meaning right now. Sure, Axl 


doesn't know | am the cat. Still, | thought he had a soft spot for animals. Obviously, | was wrong. I'm glad he's 
worried about me being missing but now, what if they don't want to keep me, | mean me as a cat, here? | 


mean before they understand it's me? Like will they ever understand it's me? Oh shit, this is not going well. | 


need to do something. | am not sure why but | need a few minutes to think 


| run past Axl towards the living room. Seeing it from here, a foot above the ground, its even dirtier than 
what l'm used to see. Now | can see under the couch and other pieces of furniture. It's so disgusting | decide 


to jump up on the couch to spare my eyes and try to focus on what to do next. 


Let's recap my situation Axl knows | am missing, soon all of them will. They will go around and look for me and 
not find me. So they will worry. Most importantly, | need to communicate with them to make them understand 
| am Izzy. But since | can only meow, and | cannot write, it's a fucking challenge. | look around to try to find 
inspiration. Our living room is so bland that it's hard to be inspired about anything in here, except filth. Then | 
see something. A pizza box. From the place we normally order pizza. It's called ‘Pizza for You'. We don't care 
what its called normally but looking at the box, | realize its almost my name. There is IZZ in pizza and there is 
Y in You. That's interesting, right? | am not sure how to use this info to my advantage but its a start. 


Chapter 4 - Pizza box and ketchup 


As | am musing about the possibility to get a message through to the guys and how to do that, | hear steps 
coming my way, to the living room. Axl is arriving, followed by Stevie, Duff and Slash who is still yawning. They 
all go towards the couch so | leave the spot | was occupying there and | go sit at the other end of the room 
to observe what's going on from a distance. Slash passes me by and looks at me perplexed. 

"Did | just see a cat in the living room?", Slash asks confused, eyes still half-closed and scratching his head. 
Nobody answers him. 

"What's the big deal?", Duff asks Axl. 

‘Izzy's missing." 

"Missing?", Duff repeats. 

"Yes, missing. He hasn't come back last night. He was out dealing and he hasn't come back. Shit" 

Stevie looks pensive, Slash looks still sleepy and Duff looks worried. 

"Maybe he slept somewhere else?", Stevie ventures. 

"Yes, and where?", Axl asks. 

"His ex-girlfriend?" 

"Which one?", Axl continues. 


"Don't know. He doesn't give a lot of details usually. Not that | don't try and ask..", Stevie smiles at Axl who is 


not amused at all. 


"Shut up, Stevie. This is serious. Slash, you go get dressed. We're going out to look for him. You two stay here 


and call around, ok? Anyone we know." 


Axl stands up and goes back to his room, grabbing Slash by the arm to go with him. Duff and Stevie are stil 


on the couch looking at each other not saying a word. 


A short while later, Axl heads out with Slash to go searching for me. If | wasn't so pissed about my current 
situation, | would be somewhat happy. At least, they look worried. Axl told Duff and Stevie to stay home, in 
case | call or come back and to call around to ask about me. So since I'm stuck at home too, this is my chance 


to try to communicate with those two. That's not going to be an easy task but | have no choice. 


"What's with the cat, Steve?", Duff asks pointing at me. 
"Don't know. He appeared in our bedroom this morning. He looks friendly." 
"We can't even feed ourselves, we cannot keep a cat", Duff says. 


"He looks well fed and clean. It's probably somebody's cat who got lost. | will check if people look for a male 


cat." 
"How do you know its a male?", Duff asks intrigued. 
"I think it's a male. I've had cats when | was a kid. You can tell. It's easy, we can check." 


Stevie walks towards me and smile. Next thing | know, he picks me up from the floor and turns me upside 
down. Wow! That feels weird. Put me back in the right direction, idiot! I'm gonna throw up! Walking towards 
Duff, he pushes my tail down and exposes my cat junk in front of Duff's face! This is mortifying!!! Stevie is 
showing my balls to Duff! | can't go back to my previous life now. Ever. 


"See that. Knew it. Male cat balls!", Stevie says, greatly proud of his cat anatomy knowledge. 
“Alright... Nice pair, kitty", Duff says while staring. 


Enough is enough! | am hissing at our stupid blond drummer turned cat expert. | get my claws out and scratch 


the hell out of fucking Steviel 
"Eh! Calm down, cat!", Stevie screams. 


At least he lets me jump out of his arms. | look for a covered spot to hide in order to regain my composure 


and my dignity. Holy shit, that was the most humiliating thirty seconds of my life! 


Duff looks unfazed about the whole cat balls interlude and goes back sitting on the couch next to the phone, a 
bottle in his hand for breakfast. He picks up the phone and dials a number. At least he's starting to call around 
to help out. Stevie goes sitting next to him checking his arms and the scratch marks | left on him. You deserve 


it, fucker. 


A few minutes later, after I've recovered from Stevie's voyeuristic behavior, my eyes scan across the room 
and fall back on the pizza box that's on the floor next to the coffee table. Ok, now | think | know what to do. | 
can point at the letters on the front of the pizza box. They need to look at me for that. | need to catch their 


attention. 


| strut towards the couch and sit next to the pizza box. Duff is not on the phone anymore and they are 


talking together, not looking at me. | hate calling for attention but | have no choice, so | resort to meowing. 


Again. Shit, this gets tiring, only one thing to vocalize with. At least they look at me, for a second, and then go 
back to their business. Ok, so | meow again, a few times, and | roll on my side making a few weird hissing 

noises | didn't know | was capable of, making a stupid spectacle of myself. | must look pathetic but | don't give a 
fuck. 


"This cat is weird", Duff says turning towards me. 


Finally, | have their attention. That's my moment. | jump back on my paws and | put one of my paws on the 
pizza box. | put it on the |, then on the Z, the other Z and then on the Y of You. And | meow, again. I'm so 
fucking desperate, it's ridiculous! I'm waiting for a reaction from those two. What? You guys stare at me and 
that's it? Don't you get it? Stevie, ok, | had only half hopes he would catch it, but Duff, come on. You're not 
that thick. 


"Maybe he's hungry", Stevie tells Duff. "He smells pizza." 
"Cats don't eat pizza", Duff replies. 
"Yeah.. And we don't have cat food. Maybe | should go get some." 


"We don't have money, Stevie. Let him out, I'm sure he can find food outside. They chase mice and eat from 


trash." 


"He doesn't look like a stray cat", Stevie argues back "He probably cannot hunt. Get him leftovers from the 


restaurant, Duff, please?" 


"Talking about that, | need to leave soon. Axl forgot about that. | have to work, | can't stay here. You stay 


here, ok? In case Izzy calls." 
"Ok", Stevie says while twirling his hair around his fingers. 


Duff is getting up and leaving to go get dressed. | will have to work with Stevie only then. Oh, boy, this is only 
getting worse. Anyway.. | try to stay positive and focused. So the plan is that | will repeat my trick with the 
pizza box till he gets it. | have nothing else to do and he won't get any phone call from me. | jump on the couch 
and nudge him for attention before leaping on the floor again Since he is watching me, | try again, pointing with 


my paw at the relevant letters on the box. 
"You want to play with the box? Go ahead, cat, it's empty.’ 


Stevie, not everything in life is about playing. Jeez, why didn't | get stuck with Duff or Axl? That would be 


easier, l'm sure. 


| need something more here. | need to make it more obvious. Something that even Stevie's brain can 


understand. | look around and see a small plate with ketchup on the floor next to the coffee table. This gives 


me a new idea, to try to help the thick-minded blond boy that sits in front of me. He usually has the attention 
span of a squirrel under speed, so | need to do it fast. | dunk my paw in the half dried ketchup leftover and 
then put it on the pizza box, tapping on the same goddam four letters so that they are now highlighted in red. 
Now you get it, Stevie, right? 

Stevie looks at me confused. 

"What the hell are you doing, cat? Its disgusting. Don't play with ketchup. Play with the box." 

Oh shit. He's hopeless! 


At this moment, Duff walks back in the living room wearing his boots and a jeans jacket, ready to leave for his 


shift at the restaurant. 
"I'll be back around 4 or 5, ok? As usual." 


"Hey, Duff, don't forget to get the cat some food from your work. He's really desperate, look what he did. He 
tried ketchup now." 


Duff rolls his eyes at Stevie but looks down at me and the ketchup plate and the pizza box. 

"What the fuck are you doing, Steve?" 

"What?", Stevie asks clueless. 

"Why did you spell Izzy on the pizza box with ketchup?" 

AT LASTI Thank you, Duff! | think Im not even mad at you anymore for staring at my balls ten minutes ago. 

"| haven't written anything’, Stevie shakes his head. "The cat did that 

Duff snorts at him. 

"The cat did that?" 

"Yeah. You think it means something", Stevie scratches his fluffy blond hair 

"Well. It's weird It's reading Izzy" 

| am trying to think what else | could do to try to put Duff on the right track | spot the half empty bottle of 
Jack on the coffee table. | jump on there and sit next to it, rubbing myself against the bottle a few times, but 


pushing too much which makes the bottle tumbles down. The cap is on, fortunately. Would be a waste to spill 
it. 


"What is it with this cat?", Stevie tries to grab me but | jump away from him and goes to Duff's feet. 

| try to get more of his attention as his neurons seem to connect faster than Stevie's, a fact that | am not 
very surprised about. Duff kneels down and looks at me carefully. He takes his cigarettes from his pocket and 
puts one in his mouth. | smoke! That should be another clue! So | try to play with the cigarette pack that Duff 
still holds in his hand. 

"That's nothing for a cat", he says while still looking at me and putting them away in his jacket pocket. 


| meow at him and tries to grab the pack once again. | see it sticking out of his pocket. 


"This is really strange", Duff says standing up, his eyes following me. "Animals are not supposed to like 


cigarette smell." 

Another ideal I'm on a roll. | jump on the couch and push Stevie's leg. Then | jump down and run towards the 
corridor, stopping at my and Axl's bedroom door which is closed. | see both of them following me to see what's 
going on. | stand there and then start scratching at the door furiously. 


"Don't scratch the door, cat! Axl is going to be upset", Stevie warns me. 


Yeah, like we take care of this place so fucking neatly, a few scratches on this door will obviously make a 


major difference when it comes to getting our deposit back if we ever leave this place. So | scratch again. 
"He wants to get in", Duff says and he opens the door. 
They let me in and | run inside, jumping on my bed. Yes! MY BED! You guys get it now? 


They both stare at each other, not looking like they've had any epiphany yet. Honestly at this point, | am not 


sure what else | can do. 


"Stevie, | really need to go now, but this is getting very weird. Keep this cat here, ok? Don't let him go out. 
We'll talk with the others tonight." 


"| won't leave him alonel", Stevie says emphatically, like he's been invested with a holy mission. 


After Duff is gone, Stevie sits on the floor in front of my bed. So | guess this is how we're going to spend the 
afternoon. At this point, | don't know if it's my new cat body and behavior that kicks in but | feel an 
irrepressible need to clean my fur. I'm not sure where this comes from but | just start, like I've done this all 


my life. 


One hour later, I'm still cleaning my fur. For fuck's sake, how long does it take? | should have changed into a 


dog. That would be more convenient. Also, | know dogs. I've had dogs. | haven't had cats. Gosh, I'm done. This is 


exhausting, especially because | still haven't eaten anything. | was already tired, now l'm probably gonna sleep 
for a whole day. Stevie is still sitting in front of the bed, guarding me. This is ridiculous but poor Stevie, he's 
been entrusted to watch the cat and he's sticking with his pet sitting duties like his life depends on it. | give 


him a last look and curl up into a ball closing my eyes for a nap. 


Chapter 5 - The Ouija board 


| get awoken by the unpleasant feeling of something pressing on my skull. | open my eyes and see Slash's hand 
on my head. Fuck, Slash, have you ever petted an animal that is not a muscle cluster like snakes are? | shake 
my head and see that the other guys are in the room too. It must be evening because | see Duff as well, and 
he's back from work not before 5 o'clock normally. 

"So you said that cat is trying to communicate with us?", Axl queries with Stevie. 

"Yes. He's writing message on pizza boxes with ketchup. See", Stevie is brandishing the pizza box. 

| see Axl giving Stevie an odd look and sighing loudly. 

"How many did you smoke today?", he asks him looking at the ashtray full of joints on the floor. 


"Just two, and that was after | saw the message on the pizza box! Duff, tell him! You saw it too." 


Axl and Slash turn around and look at Duff who is holding a plastic bag. Is it me or something smells like food? 
Does he have food for me in that bag? 


"Well. The cat's been pretty weird. | haven't seen the pizza box episode but Steve was not high this morning. 
I'm positive. | saw the cat rub himself against a Jack bottle and trying to play with my cigarettes." 


"And then he ran here. He wanted to go to this bedroom and he jumped on Izzy's bed. He's been here the 


whole afternoon’, Stevie adds. "I watched him closely." 

"Do you think the cat has something to do with Izzy missing?", Duff asks looking at me. 

Axl's look has changed. He is thinking. Slash is not participating much to the discussion and he's still trying to 
pet me but now he starts to rubs my fur the wrong way. What is wrong with him? Who does that? What a 
klutz. 


"Ok, guys. | have an idea. Steve, you call that chick, the one who had her birthday a few months ago. The crazy 


one", Axl instructs. 

Stevie frowns his brows. 

"Which crazy chick?" 

"The one who had a party you dragged me to, you don't remember? She had purple hair." 


"Purple hair? .. Oh, Sandy!", Stevie exclaims. 


"Whatever. You remember she wanted to play the spirit game thing? Go get her Ouija board" 

"Her what?" 

Shit, Stevie, you really make this unnecessarily difficult for all of us. 

"The board of the game where you ask question to spirits and ghosts." 

Stevie is still blanking out. Axl gets impatient now. 

"Ok, call her and I'll talk to her. Duff, you go with Stevie and get that board. You know what that is, right?" 


Duff nods although I'm not sure he knows. But | think | can see what Axl is get at. This is a great idea. This 


may work 

They all leave the room, except Slash who stays on the bed with me. After a little while and more 
unsuccessful attempts at trying to make me purr, Slash leaves as well. Shit, now he messed up my fur so 
much | need to lick it back in place properly. Gosh, | never took care of my hair so much. It's crazy. | just can't 


stop myself. 


More than an hour later, | almost fall asleep grooming myself but at the same time | hear a lot of noise and | 


see Stevie coming to the bedroom. 
"Come here, cat", he yells and he picks me up again. 


| hate that. At least, he holds me normally this time, not upside down. | have paws, though, | can follow him. 
Why does he carry me around and squeeze me so tight? 


Once in the living room, Stevie puts me back on the floor. The four of them are looking at me. They pushed 
the coffee table away and put the Ouija board on the floor in front of the couch where Duff and Axl are 
sitting. Stevie sits in front of them on the floor and Slash is on the side on a stool. 


"So how do we play the game", Stevie asks cheerfully. 


"We don't play any game. We just wait and see if this animal can communicate with us, like you pretend’, Axl 


clarifies. 
Stevie looks disappointed there's no game coming up. 


This is taking way too long and | don't know what they are waiting for but | decide to walk to the Ouija board 
and sits in front of it. Its not too big for my cat size, that should do. | look up at Axl and jumps on his lap. 


"Easy, fur ball.. Go down, on the floor. You need to use that thing there", he says pointing at the board. 


| leap down, doing as I'm told, which | hate.. But whatever. | put my paw on the Ouija board on the Yes word 


and | meow. 

"Seel", Stevie screams. 
"See what?", Duff asks. 
"He's saying yes." 


"We haven't even asked a question’, Axl reminds him. "Ok, let's start this, but this is so ridiculous, | want to 
finish this and go out to get drunk as soon as possible." 


"Ask him if he knows where Izzy is", Slash suggests. 

"Good idea. Stevie, you ask the questions to the cat. | can't do that! 

"Why you cant?", Stevie asks. 

“cause it's moronic. You do stupid things way more naturally than anyone else. Please. 


Stevie grumbles something but does what Axl says, as always. He looks down at me and ask me if | know 


where Izzy is. Bad question to start with but | have to answer, so | put my paw on No. 
"He says no", Stevie comments. 

"We can all see that", Slash says. 

"Ok, maybe we ask another question’, Stevie says. 


"We don't even know if he understands us. It's maybe just a coincidence he puts his paw on Yes or No’, Axl 


says annoyed already about the whole thing, which is strange because it was his idea in the first place. 

| can feel that | need to convince them fast because otherwise, this is it. They're gonna lose patience and stop 
this thing in no time, and perhaps kicking me out of here as a consequence. So | meow to catch their attention 
and then | start my paw communication routine, putting it on the letters of my name, like with the pizza box. 
At least, they are all watching. 

"Look! He did it again!", Stevie shrieks enthusiastically. 


Jeez, can he not stop those high pitched screams? 


"But why does he spell Izzy's name?", Axl asks. 

Axls question makes sense. | didn't put myself in their shoes. They can't guess its me, ‘cause it makes no 
sense. But | can make it clear now. This is better than the pizza box because there are all the letters here, so 
| can say something properly. | can form a sentence like "I am Izzy." There we go. | make sure they still look at 
me down here and | spell that. Got it now? 

Shit!", Duff says. 

"Its a joke, or something?", Axl asks. 

| put my paw on No. 

"Shit, this is.. Wow. Are we high all at the same time in the same weird trip?" Duff asks. 

He starts to look seriously concerned for his and everyone's sanity. 


"This is freaking me out", Slash says. "Fucking freaking me out", he continues while sipping on his beer can, 


| think they finally start getting it. So now | try to think about another short sentence. | have to be more 


specific. So | spell "I became a cat". 

Duff asks when 

| spell ‘last right". 

"There you go. That's why we couldn't find him’, Duff states very matter-of-factly 
"Sure, Duff, that explains everything, right?", Axl yells as he stands up. 


| think he might be on the verge of a nervous breakdown. | try to lighten the mood. | meow to bring back their 


attention to what | do down here and when | see they look at me, | spell "Calm down Ax". 
"Holy shit! The cat is really talking to youl", Slash states looking at Axl. 


Axl sits down again on the couch and looks at me dumbfounded. He shakes his head and runs his fingers 
through his hair nervously. 


"So you understand what we say? When we talk to you?", he asks. 
Finally an intelligent question. | put my paw on Yes. 


"That's easier already, right?", Stevie remarks with a big grin 


They all stare at each other and look lost. | think the message has sunk in now. They know it's me and I'm a 
cat. Ok, now what do we do? Is anyone going to start thinking about this? Unfortunately, the one who breaks 
the silence is Stevie. 

"So you like being a cat so far?" 

Really Stevie? That's what you want to ask me. | would flip him off if | could bend the toes on my paw but 

since | can't, it doesn't work. But the Ouija board is still here in front of me so | can reply to him at least. | 

spell "fuck u" and conclude with a hiss looking in his direction 


"That's Izzy, yep. Now we know for sure", Duff chuckles. 


Its not funny. Well, it is funny but its not helping. 


Chapter b - Now what? 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter especially dedicated to all of you who were waiting for Axl's cat lover side to show 


We spent the rest of the evening at home. They ask me a few other questions, like what happened and things 
like that, to which | can only reply that | don't know. No fucking clue. No memory. | woke up a cat. That's it. 


To celebrate my return, Slash proposes to get Chinese take away. Of course, its on a budget, so they get two 
dishes of fried rice with pork, which they share among the four of them, and that cheap beer they sell at the 
Chinese restaurant. Rice coupled with any liquid fills you up quite nicely so its a convenient option when you're 
broke. Duff also remembers he brought food for me, from the restaurant he works at. So | finally get fed. 
Thank you, Duff, for the chicken and shrimp pasta leftovers. | skip the pasta covered with tomato vodka sauce 
but eat the meat and the shrimp pieces. | also get a bowl of milk which they put on the floor next to the 
couch so | can join the drinking session as they gulp down beer and cheap booze as dessert. Duff is in a very 


good mood as he even shares his not so cheap vodka with Axl. 


A few hours into our drunken evening of celebration and Axl is leaving the guys to go to our bedroom. | guess 
he's had enough for the day. He's been drinking but he's not trashed. He usually is the most controlled of us 
on that front. | follow him and go to our bedroom too. He sits on his bed cross-legged and looks at me. | leap 
on my bed which is on the opposite side of the room. He reaches in his shirt pocket, gets out a joint and he 
lights it up. 


"| badly need this right now", he says staring at me and sighing, a deep and worried sigh. 

He takes a long puff from it. | don't blame him. I'd probably do the same if the situation would be reversed. 
This reminds me its about my normal time for my evening fix. As a cat, | don't feel the need for smack. | 
wish | could get high but it's just my junkie human brain misleading me. | don't need anything to function as a 
cat, no craving or withdrawal sensations. One worry less for me right now but honestly, I'd rather be a human 
again, even with my addiction problems. 


"This is insane, Izzy. Really fucking insane", he shakes his head as he speaks to me, still dragging on the joint. 


| couldn't agree more. We still have no clue what we're going to do about my situation but at least, they know 


its me. | guess | should be relieved that they understood. 
"Wanna join me here?", Axl says as he taps with his left hand on the spot next to him on his bed. 


Sure, why not? | leap down from my bed and up on his in no time. | settle next to him, my head touching his 


leq and | look up at him dragging on the joint. 


"I bet you're drooling for some of that at this moment, right?", he asks smiling as he shows me the joint and 


exhales slowly. 


Yeah, | am, but just in thoughts. As | said, | don't physically crave any of this now. The smell doesn't bother 
me but it doesn't do anything for me either. It's strange because | know it's pretty good shit. | got it a few 
weeks ago and tried it already. 


"What are we going to do with you?", he asks 

Its not really a question, he's just thinking out loud 

"| need to tak with the other guys tomorrow. Figure things out" 

He finishes the joint in no time. When he's done, he looks at me and starts to pet me on the head and on my 
back. He's much better than Slash at this. That feels good. But he stops at once, looking down at me a bit 


concerned. 


"Shit, Izzy, m sorry. | didn't want to touch you, | mean, like that... But you're a cat. Its what you do when you 


have a cat around, right? But | understand if you don't want me to pet you, ‘cause.. You're not a cat, inside." 


Believe me, Axl, after Stevie and Duff this morning looking at my genitalia, there's nothing you can do that can 
offend me. | feel good about him doing that. | mean, yes, l'm just a cat physically and my body reacts like the 
one of a cat and it's Axl. | know him. He's my best friend. It's like getting a hug or something similar as a 
human. I'm so fed up about my current situation that anything that feels good is a relief. And feeling good and 
relief translate into purr for me now. That should tell him | like what he's doing, shouldn't it? So | roll on my 
side right against his leg and start purring while | look at him. 


‘Oh? That means you like it? Ok, if you insist, Stradlin.. But don't get used to it. You know, when you turn back 


human, l'm not gonna scratch your belly every night, alright?", he tells me and he laughs. 
Of course, but for now, it's nice. 


"You got nice fur, man.. Shiny black fur all over. And for the records, | didn't know facial hair would look so 


good on you." 

It's stupid but it's comforting to hear Axl talking to me like I'm a human, making jokes like that. It feels 
reassuring, like l'm not going crazy, or at least not alone. He continues to talk to me as he pets me and 
scratches my belly and my head. 


"You know, you're actually much more nicely groomed than when you're human. You should keep it up." 


Thanks for noticing but | don't think | will want to spend two to three hours of my human days to wash and 


style my hair. Of course, here, it's much more work than hair on your head. It's all over. | was amazed at how 
flexible | was when | started to do that earlier today. | was also disgusted at how naturally | started to lick 
myself clean everywhere and | mean really everywhere. | cleaned my junk with my own tongue. Instinct, | guess. 


Still it makes me cringe to think about it. | guess cats don't think about that. They just do it. 


I'm slightly fading into sleep but notice that Axl stopped brushing over my fur. | look up and see he has his 
eyes closed. He may have lulled himself to sleep as well. | decide to move back to my own bed and leave him 
more room. | also enjoy having more room myself. In the list of small pleasures of my current new feline life, | 
have to say that being a cat and sleeping on a human bed is quite cool. You can stretch in any position and roll 
around you're still on the bed. 


I'm not sure what will be in store for tomorrow but | feel a bit more optimistic than | was this morning. 


Chapter 7 - A cat and some pussy 


Today has been a slow day. | was awake before dawn, well before anyone else. | went out through the bedroom 
window that Axl left open for me and did a small tour of the neighborhood and then came back inside. Besides 
this, not much has happened here at home today. Everyone has been doing their stuff but something is boiling 
because Axl asked everyone to join him for a band meeting this evening. The band meeting is taking place at 
one of the strip clubs we usually end up at when we want to see girls and be sure to get some. They're all 
ready to leave. | watch them from my new favorite spot on the couch wishing | was in my normal human 
shape to go along. 

"We take Izzy?", Duff asks, turning in my direction 

Glad to see | haven't been completely forgotten! 

"To the strip club?", Axl frowns. 

"Is called the Cathousel’, Stevie says. 

Axl rolls his eyes at him. 


"They won't let an animal in’, Axl objects. 


"They let Slash in all the time’, Duff jokes and laughs, till he gets a smack on the back of his head from said 


animal Slash. 
"Let's try. Izzy, you wanna come along?", Duff proposes. 


To the strip club? Hell, yeah. Today's been boring enough. I'm definitely up for some entertainment. | hop down 


from the couch and join them as we leave for the ‘band meeting’. 


Twenty minutes later, we arrive at the entrance of the Cathouse. Axl sees two girls he knows pretty well in 


front of the club having a smoke during their break. They see Axl and give him a big smile. 
"Axl, pretty boy.. You're joining us tonight?", one of them says; | think her name's Susannah. 
"We're all joining", he says as we approach together. 

This is when Stevie decides to pick me up, once again, to carry me inside. 

"You don't mind we take him in?", he asks to the girls as he shows me off to them. 


They look at each other and laugh. 


"Like there's not going to be enough pussy in there? You need to bring your own?", the other girl teases. 
Its a boy!", Stevie insists. 
"Oh, then, if it's a boy, sure.. Come on in, guys", Susannah says. 


The girls kill their cigarettes on the sidewalk and escort us in, passing the bouncer who's raising an eyebrow at 


Stevie because he is carrying me in his arms as we enter the club. 

Once inside, | wiggle my way out of Stevie's arms and follow the guys. They look for a large booth at the back 
of the venue and we all settle there. | sit on the bench in-between Duff and Stevie but the table is too high 
and | can't see well so | jump on the table and sit there. Four girls are coming over to our table with beers. 
There's Susannah again, and | recognize the redhead and the one with the long black hair. The other one, | don't 
know. She might be new. 

"My treat, guys", Susannah says with a big smile handing us over the beer bottles. 


"Half-naked girls and free beer, today doesn't stink too much anymorel”, Slash comments happily. 


"We need to talk among ourselves", Axl tells her while taking the beers. "But we'll be right with you in a few 
minutes." 


"Don't be too long, guys", the black hair girl says. "Oh, and where's your other friend?" 

Axl looks at her with a blank stare. 

"The skinny cute guy with black hair", she specifies. 

Slash is turning around to look at me with a big grin but he doesn't say anything. Yes, | heard it too. 

"He's out of town for a while", Axl answers trying to conceal a smile. 

"Too bad. He's my favorite lap dance material and | was feeling naughty tonight..." 

Oh, shit. Now | just know | missed getting laid easily. She never said that kind of things to me when | was here 
in person. I've been in the back rooms with her a few times but she never let me do much. She may have 
blown me once but that's about it. Of course, Slash bursts out laughing, looking back at me and patting me 
condescendingly on the head. As he does that, she spots me on the table. 


"And what is this?", she asks looking straight at me with a big smile on her pretty face. 


"Our cat", Stevie confirms. 


"He's so cute! You have a cat now? And you take him to the Cathouse, of course! Can I?", she continues, 


extending her hands to pick me up. 

"Sure", Stevie says winking at me. 

"What's his name?", she asks. 

'Iz.", Stevie starts saying. 

"We just call him the cat", Duff interrupts him. 


"Really? Such a cutie without a name? | had a cat just like him but | had to leave him with my parents when | 


moved here. He's adorable and so soft", she continues. 


| can tell this girl must have had a cat. She seems to be able to pick me up and hold me while keeping me 
comfortable. Stevie, | hope you're taking notes here. It's even more comfortable when | turn my head around 
and | realize my head rests just against her nicely plump tits, which are vaguely covered by a very tiny bikini 
top. Not bad at all. Izzy's happy now. | look back to the table and see Slash's priceless facial expression of 
disgust. Yes, life is unfair, man. | cannot do anything to or with her but I'll take this for now and enjoy. | see 
Axl chuckling discreetly as well when he looks at me and then at Slash. 


To be perfectly honest, as a cat, this situation and physical contact does not give me any special emotion or 


pleasure but my brain is still Izzy's, so yeah, | like it. Thanks for taking me along, guys. 


"l'Il keep him for a while till you're done, ok?", she tells Stevie and walks away with me towards the back, in 


their dressing room. 


She carries me close to her but without squeezing me. I'm purring and | need to try to purr even louder when 
she starts to scratch and pet me behind my ears and right under my jaw. Oh, shit, that must be my sweet 

spot. | don't know if it's the same for all cats but it's right there for me. | tilt my head against her breast and 
leave her access to my jaw and side of the neck. That feels so good. If | were human, I'd be rock hard now, for 


sure. As a cat, my feline body is just reacting by purring and being very relaxed and it's quite nice too. 


"Hey, girls, look what | have here..", she says as she introduces me to all her stripper friends when she steps 


with me in their changing room area 


After a while, unfortunately, all the girls have to give up on showering me with attention and caresses and 
need to get busy with their job or make-up and other stuff and I'm left to wander around their dressing room 
by myself. There's not much distraction for a cat here if the girls are not around, so | decide to go back to 
the main venue and see what the guys are discussing in their band meeting. As | hop back on the table, they 
are discussing a guitarist that Slash knows but they stop as they notice me. 


"Fucking lucky bastard’, | hear Duff telling me. "You prefer to be back here rather than lounging on this girl's 
tits?" 


Axl doesn't pay too much attention to Duff's remark or Stevie's giggling and he addresses me looking very 


serious. 
"Ok, Izzy, here's the thing. Two things, actually", Axl starts saying. 
"We don't know how to change you back, and you have no clue about it either. But leaving this small detail 


aside, we have two big issues. First, you basically kept us all housed and fed with your job, so now that you 


can't work anymore, we have a financial issue." 
Shit. That's pretty true. Hadn't thought about that yet. 


‘Second, we miss one band member. We need to get gigs and we can't play live without a rhythm guitar, so we 
need to find a replacement for you in the band." 


Shit again. But true too, unfortunately for me. Still, | would like to mark my disapproval with the whole fucking 
situation so | hiss at Axl. 


"Yeah, | know. You're not happy, but we aren't either", he concludes. 
Its temporary’, Slash says. "Till you're back as a human" 


Whenever that will be, | think to myself. 


"We also need to figure out what to do about the money", Duff says, bringing us all back to reality. "I can do 


extra shifts at the restaurant but even then, | never earn that much." 


"| can ask my grandparents for some money. If | ask nicely and not too much, they will say yes, | think", Stevie 


proposes. 

"How much is not too much?", Axl asks. 

"Like a couple of hundreds?", Stevie says. 

"That's not gonna take us far but do it. We need jobs", Axl says looking at Slash and Stevie. 
"Ok, then | could try to take over what Izzy was doing’, Stevie volunteers. 


| might have misunderstood but | see Axl spitting the beer he had just put in his mouth and Duff exploding 
with laughter, while Slash hits his forehead with his palm. So | did hear correctly. 


"What?", Stevie asks looking offended. "I'm good with people. | talk to everyone | meet. It's a sales job. | just need 


to take over his clients and.. | can tell them | know him. So they will trust me." 


"Stevie, are you living in the real world of LA? You've seen the guys Izzy dealt with for scoring. You'll be dead 


and robbed in two days", Axl states. 


| kind of agree. As much as he can get on my nerves, | don't want to see him hurt or dead. Duff should just 
take him to the restaurant and get him a job as a bus boy or valet parking. Thats more up his alley. 


The brainstorming session about job hunting continues for a moment, with Slash suggesting he would consider 
a job at the zoo or a pet store and Axl trying hard to convince everyone that he will look for a job tomorrow, 
while we all know that he will find any possible excuses not to, because Axl just can't function with a normal 
job. | won't criticize because | was the same. 

"Enough about jobs", Slash growls. "| need to get laid" 

"Sure, we all do", Axl agrees. "I might even get some cash out of it" 

The others look at him with baffled expressions. 

"What? | can try, right? These girls are nice, they make good money and | can be charming when | need to." 
"As long as you do it as an amateur and don't turn pro..", Duff warns him. 

"Yes, Duff, it's just a hobby, don't worry." 


They all finish their beers before standing up. 


‘Iz, I'm not sure what you want to do now. If you want to go back home, | left the bedroom window opened a 


little, so you can slide in 


Nice, thanks. | do feel like I'm not needed here anymore. | know and | understand but it kinda sucks. | watch 
them walk away and look for the four girls. | see Slash is eyeing the black haired one that was so nicely taking 
care of me earlier. | knew it. He's gonna try with her just to annoy me but I'm not annoyed, just frustrated. | 


guess | should go for a walk at night. That's what cats do, right? 


Chapter 8 - Izzy's first time, as a cat 


Its my first nightly adventure as a cat.| strangely feel very much at ease jumping up and walking around 
staircases and roofs. My vision is also quite ok so that helps. | try to stay high up on building and houses 
because | am a bit paranoid about being run over by a car or meeting humans down on the street. It feels 
way safer several feet above street level. Also, from high up here, you have a pretty different view from the 
city. LA. doesn't look as bad when you're above the first few floors of the buildings. Less dirt and less bad 
smells, and less people. | have noticed a few cats around, probably doing their nocturnal walks as well and 
looking for food. None has approached me. Cats are not very social, | think, they don't stick together. That fits 


me well. | like to roam around alone anyway. 


l'm taking in the nice views of Sunset and all its neon lights from this flat roof | just reached when | hear a 
strange type of meow, like a deep guttural growl. It makes me shiver. | turn around to see what animal is 
making that noise. At first | see nothing, then | distinguish a furry shape in the shade on the side of the roof. 
It looks like a cat. Still, this was a weird meow. | don't meow like that. | stare in the direction of the cat that is 
making that noise again. | am not sure why but | feel like | need to go over there. It's like my body tells me to 


walk to that cat. | don't feel like fighting another cat but maybe my cat instinct is telling me | need to do that. 


| arrive closer to the other cat. It's slightly smaller than me and it has a greyish tabby fur coat. | see it rolls 
on its side and on its back as | approach carefully. Truly, it looks a little frantic with all this writhing. Maybe 
the cat is sick or in pain? | have no clue but my own cat body and senses somehow seem to respond to this 
drama. | try to think about what the situation is calling for but my body's suddenly on full sensorial alert and 
thinking is not easy. 


The cat in front of me gets back on its paws and meows again with this deep raspy tone. Now it lays in front 
of me, showing me its rear end, and making some other unusual little noises. Ok, | get it now. Sorry if | seem a 
bit slow but its my first time being a cat, ok? Please fucking bear with me. So this is obviously a female cat 
and she's horny like hell. And it doesn't matter whether | feel like it or not or if | find her my type, because 
my cat body is already on mating mode. | noticed something twitching down there between my back paws, 
under my tail. That's so weird but at the same time, it's like | have no choice. I'm on autopilot. | guess l'm not 
supposed to have this human brain and all these thoughts at this moment. My cat body doesn't care. That 
female cat wants me and I'm there to help. | should just get on with it. So | try to stop reacting and thinking 


like a human but it's hard, no pun intended. 


Without realizing it, I'm mounting her. Its doggy style, of course. Well, the expression is not well chosen for us, 
cats, but whatever. She is resisting a bit, at first. It's like she's teasing me. Does she want it or not? Shit, 
females are so complicated to read, whatever their species, apparently. She keeps on making those weird little 
noises. What the fuck do | know? Does she mean yes or no? | don't want to force her, | mean, | have a mind, 
sorry, | can't do it if she doesn't want to. But then again, animals mating is always a bit aggressive so maybe 
its part of the game. She hasn't kicked me in the nuts or anything so she might still want it. As my train of 
thoughts continues in the same confusion, | notice that I'm inside her now and I'm actually already humping her 


pretty wildly. Before | can fathom much more, this is it. I'm done. | felt it. And probably she did as well 


because she made a different but bizarre shriek - did she come? - and suddenly turned her head around to 
look at me and growled again. She almost scared me. She bucks her back violently and pushes me away, 


scratching me at the same time. Hey, calm down, honey! | just did what l'm supposed to. Shit, this was wild. 


She moves away from me but doesn't run She just sits and licks herself clean without paying any attention to 
me. | can feel | am no longer needed or wanted here either. | am sitting on my side of the roof, where there is 
light from the building opposite and checks where she scratched me. | see nothing. Good. | also have a look 
down there and see my cat dick. It's so small, it's pathetic. But it seemed to work anyway. Then looking closer, 
which is conceptually disturbing, but at the same time, | can't help myself, | see some small spikes on it. Am | 
seeing right? Damn, do | have thorns on my dick? Is this normal? I'm not sure. But jeez, now | see that, no 


wonder this female did not seem to enjoy it so much. This is so fucked up. 


You'd think that | should feel relieved that the female is not all clingy and wants to cuddle and stick around 
after sex, right? Well, I'm having mixed feelings here. I'm disappointed about the whole experience, to say the 
least. To start with, | don't know if I'm not good or not and if I've been doing it right, but | lasted two minutes, 
tops. I'm not sure what's the standard for cats but for me personally, or any decent guy.., that's pretty 
beyond lame. Second, either she was particularly feisty and kinky or she hated it. | can't tell. Seeing that my 
dick has spikes on it, it wouldn't be surprising that she hated it but maybe it's how it's supposed to be. In any 
event, this is frustrating. And finally, | did come, but it's nothing like when you're a human and you get off and 
it sends you right up to heaven for a few moments. | just felt a physical release and a relief of tension but no 


real pleasure. Shit, Axl scratching my belly last night gave me more pleasure than this. 


A few minutes later, | look around and see no more sign of the female cat. | assume she took off. No goodbye 
or thank you. I'm still sitting here on this roof, and now l'm thinking about the other guys who are probably 
doing the same with the strippers, but in that much more enjoyable way. Oh damn, | can't stay like this as a 
cat. I'll miss fucking properly way too much. 


Chapter 9 - Nepeta cataria 


After my bittersweet one-night stand with the unknown female, | walked around our neighborhood. | eventually 
went back to our apartment. | was the first one home and went to the kitchen to drink in the water bowl they 
leave me there now. | think Duff got me food too but he forgot to leave it out and | can't open the fridge and 
we'll have to wait for breakfast to get anything. Shit, I'll go to bed on an empty stomach. 

The following day, early afternoon, Slash is coming back home all excited. I'm lounging on the couch, bored to 
death. | notice he has a bag with him. He excitedly calls for Stevie and Axl but our singer is not in. Stevie 
arrives in the room to see what Slash is all psyched up about. 

"You won't believe this!", Slash says. 

"What?" 

| went to the pet store, checking snakes and stuff, and | told the guy we have a cat now." 

‘So?", Stevie inquires when he notices that Slash doesn't say anything further. 


"The guy asked me if | knew about this plant thats like dope for cats." 


Wait, someone said dope? For cats? | stop what | was doing, which was just lying around, and | turn my head 


around in order to listen with attention to Slash's pet store tale. 
"What the hell?", Stevie giggles. 

Slash puts the bag he was carrying on the kitchen table and tokes a plant out of it 

"They call it catnip. It's supposed to be like pot for cats. Gets them high and crazy", Slash explains to Stevie 


"Doesn't look like marijuana. Not the right leaf shape", Stevie says examining the plant with unusual skepticism 
on his part. 


‘It's not weed, it's different. It's for cats." 


Stevie gets closer to the plant and smells it. He doesn't look impressed. He tears a leave and puts it in his 


mouth, chewing slowly on it. 
“Tastes like nothing. You sure this is for real?" 


"We'll see", Slash says. 


Alright, | have to go and see what they are talking about with my own eyes. | know there's an expression 
saying ‘curiosity killed the cat, but | am also supposed to have 4 lives, so if there is a possibility to get high, 
I'm ready to sacrifice one life and try, you know, for science. So | run to the kitchen area and jump on the 


table in order to look at the plant. 
"Look at this!", Slash grins. "He's already here.. Missing the dope rush, Izzy?", he says with a malicious smile. 


The plant does have a great smell. | couldn't define what it exactly smells like but it's very appealing to me as 
a cat. So what now? | sniff it? | eat it? How do | use this thing? | sit next to the plant and look up at Slash 
with my head tilted on one side, hoping that he gets this is my ‘l-am-wondering-what-to-do-and-need-some- 


instructions’ body language. 


"The guy at the store said you, | mean, cats are supposed to smell it or eat it. So go on, try it", Slash tells me, 


his arms crossed over his chest, waiting to see what happens to me. 


Let's face it, I've always been the one experimenting with drugs, so l'm game, of course. | approach closer to 
the plant, put my face in it and rub my nose on the leaves. Shit! That's a powerful whiff of something. | take 
another deep sniff. | begin to feel tingles in my nose and my mouth starts watering. The high is a kind of 
adrenaline rush. | don't know what those plant chemicals are doing to my cat brain and olfactory system but 
it's making me want to climb up the walls. It tingles all over my body now, | feel the need to roll over and rub 
myself against something to get rid of the tingles, even if the sensation is somewhat pleasant. Trying to get 
rid it of the sensation and being a little restless, | start running around the kitchen and living room area and 
after a minute or so, | am breathless, so | fall flat on the floor and roll on my back, rocking from left to right 
to alleviate the remaining tickling. The high seems to fade away slowly already. | snap out of my trip and notice 


Slash and Stevie who are laughing their asses off at my reaction 
‘Izzy, shit, you look worse than Stevie on speed", Slash comments. 


"It was just that one time", Stevie corrects. "Do you think he hallucinates?", Stevie asks Slash while still looking 


at me moving on the floor. 


"Don't know... It's a plant, not mushroom. And not sure he's able to use the Ouija board to answer you right 


now", Slash replies to him. "Wanna try to eat some as well?" 


| hear Slash talking to me but | feel a bit heavy now. | would have a hard time jumping back on the kitchen 
table. Maybe a little later. Yeah, lets wait a little bit. l'm not sure how long the cozy dreamy feeling will last 


but it's cool for as long as it does, even if it's fading. 
"He's liking itl", Stevie concludes, still laughing at me lying there. 
Eventually, the feeling wears off. I'm not sure how long it took, maybe ten minutes or so. I'm trying to see if | 


feel different now but not really. It's like I'm back to normal. | wonder if this stuff gives you cravings as well. 


For now, it's fine but its only the first time | tried the plant. Maybe it gets addictive? Fuck it, | was hooked on 


smack before, can't be any worse. 


Stevie and Slash are leaving me to go to their room, probably inspired by me to enjoy some substance as well 


They are not picky, whatever takes them high, usually. 


Now that | think about it, my life as a cat starts to resembles the one | had before. | sleep during the day and 
go out at night, | spent an evening in the arms of a stripper and | got laid with a stranger last night. Now | can 
also get high, and | do fucking nothing most of my time. Definitely like my life before, just without music and 
guitar playing. That's what | miss. Shit, | want to be back as a human. Maybe | should go to the place | woke up 
that morning as a cat. There were other cats, | think, the night before | transformed. Maybe they are like me, 
people trapped into cat form. Maybe | can meow to them and understand them? | haven't thought of that 
before but it's worth trying. It's only been three days and it feels like I've been trapped into this animal body 
for an eternity. 


One hour later, Axl comes back home. | have been eating from the plant a while ago. Couldn't resist.. It was 
different. No real adrenaline rush this time but more of a good pot effect, meaning it mellows you quite nicely. 
But again, unfortunately, it's already the end of the high. | can feel | am more alert even if I'm not back to 
normal yet. | just feel very relaxed, like a sleepy ragdoll, and not ready to move yet. Axl spots me on the 
couch and looks at me suspiciously. 

"You ok, Izzy?", he asks. 

| don't even feel like moving my head in his direction so | just lie there, eyes half closed not moving. 
"Slash!", Axl calls. 

"What's up with Izzy?", Axl asks him when he arrives in the living room. 

Slash looks at me and starts laughing. 

"He's high", he states looking back at Axl with a big grin 

"What are you talking about?", Axl asks. 

"We found pot for cats!", Stevie says, joining the conversation 

Axl looks puzzled and shakes in head. 

"What are you guys talking about? What did you do to him?" 

Axl comes over to the couch and looks at me, petting me on the head but | still don't move. | don't feel like 


spending too much energy lifting my paw or turning my head. | don't want him to get mad at the other two, 
for once they did something cool, but he always freaks out when | get high or try some new shit, so | just 


start purring, hoping that this will be enough to let him know l'm fine. 


"See," Slash says. "He's ok, just being a little weird.l'm sure he's having fun. Its from the plant there’, Slash 
points at the plant they left on the kitchen table. 


"| don't want you to mess with him; It's Izzy, it's not just a cat", Axl complains. 


"The guy's shooting up smack, Axl. | think he can cope with sniffing or eating a few leaves", Slash replies hoping 
to shut Axl up. "I'm doing my best to take him away from his misery, ok?" 


"He is not human We don't know how that plant or drugs will work on a cat and he can't tell us if he has a 


problem", Axl keeps on going looking worried. 


"| called the guy | told you about, the guitarist’, Slash tells Axl, abruptly changing the conversation subject. "He 


can come over tonight. Here or somewhere else. What do you want?" 
"Tell him to come here, we'll go to our rehearsal place, checking what he's capable of" 


Hearing that takes away the last bits of high that | was still enjoying. | know they're talking about my 
replacement in the band and | don't like it. 


"Sorry, lz.. You know we need to play. I'm going around to try to get us some gigs. We can't wait till you're 
back to normal. But it's just temporary, ok? Don't be mad", Axl tells me. 


Easy to say. We have no idea how long I'll be in this shape and form. | know they mean well but it sucks 
anyway. 


Chapter I0 - Big trouble 


Later on that afternoon, after the catnip experiments, | go back to the alley where | woke up as a cat a few 
days ago. Stevie comes out with me. He wanted to take a walk outside, he said. If | had been able to talk, | 
would have warned him that | was going to a shady alley 5 blocks down from where we live, where the only 
sights he'd come to admire would be trash bags and recycling containers. But | can't talk and once we are 
there, Stevie doesn't seem to mind. Three minutes later, he's bored though. He tells me not to go too far and 
that he's going to get a coconut slushie from the shop right across the street. Go right ahead, my dear. I'll be 
around here investigating. 


After circling the place and jumping up and down in the area, | haven't seen anything particular, like a 
multidimensional vortex, a wormhole or any kind of similar shit like that which I've seen in sci-fi movies or 
Star Trek. | did not see any other cats either. Perhaps | should try at night, when it's more likely that cats are 
around, and without Stevie, who may be scaring other cats away. For now, | just do a last walk around the 


area, not sure what I'm looking for but hoping for any possible clue as to what could have turned me into a 


cat that night. 


l'm way too focused in my inspection of the surroundings to hear that someone is approaching from behind 
and it's too late when | realize it. | feel two strong hands catching me and it's not Stevie. Shit! | meow and hiss 
and scratch but to no avail. The guy who caught me is wearing thick gloves that runs all the way above his 
elbows. | have a glimpse of hope when | see Stevie walking out of the convenience shop with a neon blue 
slushie. | meow hysterically in his direction and | know he sees me but it's too late. He doesn't say anything or 
has not time to and next thing | know I'm locked up in a cage at the back of a truck The back door slams 
closed and the motor starts up immediately. What the hell happened??? Who fucking abducts cats in broad 
daylight??? Helplll 


(The story is now being told from an external narrator's point of view since Izzy is not around anymore) 


Stevie gapes at the truck which takes off in no time. He's been drinking a bit too much of his pina colada 
slushie and is on the verge of a brain freeze but he still manages to catch partially what's written on the side 


of the small white van. ‘LA. Spay € Neuter Vet Clinic of Hollywood’. 


Stevie is not sure how bad the situation is but he has a hunch that this is not good news so he rushes back 
to the house to inform the others of what happened. 


Arriving at the house, there are only Slash and Axl. Axl is reading the paper sitting on the floor and Slash is 
sitting on the couch watching tv, eating a sandwich and playing guitar all at the same time. They see Stevie 


coming in breathless with a panicked look on his usually blissfully happy face. 


"What's going on?", Axl asks, curious as to what could trigger stress with someone like Stevie. 


Stevie holds up his hand to signify he first needs to catch his breath. He also takes a long sip of his bright 
blue slushie, which he miraculously managed not to spill all over him while running back home. But as often 
with him, he attempts to do too much at the same time and starts to choke on his beverage, not realizing 
that swallowing liquid and breathing out with your mouth is not supposed to occur at the same time. Slash 
looks fairly amused at the sight of Stevie making a mess of himself with all sorts of snorting, choking and 
coughing noises and Axl is seriously wondering by what miracle Stevie is able to coordinate his hands and feet 
while playing drums if he cannot even alternate breathing and swallowing. 

After Stevie regains composure and can speak again, he finally blurts out something. 

Its terrible! They took Izzy", he lets out looking frantically at Slash and Axl. 

They both look at each other and don't react much at first. 

"What and who are you talking about?", Axl asks. 

"We were outside together. Izzy was in the street, we were a few blocks down and | went to get a slushie in 
that shop, you know? The one with the Chinese owners that don't speak very well English, and there were so 
many flavors, it took a while for me to choose, so when | finally got it and | went out, | saw they were taking 


Izzy. They put him in their van and left", Stevie explains talking way faster than normal. 


Axl looks a bit concerned now, understanding that something actually happened, and it's not Stevie exaggerating 


or misinterpreting a situation 
"Steve, who are you talking about? Who put Izzy in a van?" 
"|. | saw a name on the truck. Its a Vet Clinic.” 


"Why would a vet clinic pick up an unharmed cat in the middle of the street?", Axl wonders out loud looking 


back at Stevie. 

‘It also said something else on the van.. It said ‘Spay and Neuter Vet Clinic Hollywood." 

Axl's face turns white and Slash stops playing his guitar and looks up at Stevie, then at Axl. 
"What???" Axl screams at Stevie. 

"Its... Bad, right? Like.. Do you think..2 What do think is going to happen to him?" 

Axl jumps up from where he was sitting on the floor and walks to Stevie, stopping right in his face. 


"Fuck, Stevie, what do you think may happen to Izzy now?! | give you a clue. Think about the name of the clinic. 


Spay and neuter", Axl says with a furious look 

‘Oh, no.. tm so sorry, Axl. | never thought things like that could happen. | mean.. It's not my fault", Stevie 
pleads. "Izzy doesn't like it when | carry him around, he always scratches me so | let him down, | was letting 
him walk around. | did not..." 

Stevie doesn't finish his sentence when he sees Axl walking away from him. Axl knows it's not Stevie's fault, 
well, not entirely, but holy shit, if he were out with Izzy, why wasn't he keeping an eye on him all the time? 
This is bad news, very bad news. There is not much they can do now apart from going to this clinic to find 
him back and bringing him home. 

"Slash, where's the phone book?", Axl asks. 

Slash looks around. He doesn't know. He also doesn't know when's the last time he saw that thing. 

"Don't know, Axl", Slash admits. 

"Fuck! We need to find where this clinic is and get Izzy out of there! Today!" 

"I have an idea’, Slash says. "The pet store." 

Axl doesn't seem to understand what the idea is about. 


"The pet store what?", he barks at Slash. 


"They have addresses of clinics if you need to get treatments for your pet. | can go there and ask if they 


know where it is.” 


Axl's mind is boiling and he's angry but he can still admit this is a viable idea in the absence of a phone book 


so he nods. 

"Go, and come back here with the address." 

Slash puts down his guitar, the TV remote and his sandwich and walks out to the pet store. 

In the meantime, Stevie is trying to disappear and glides against the wall towards the hallway to their 
bedrooms, silently sipping on the straw of his slushie, slowly this time to avoid another brain freeze or choking 
or both. 


"Don't go anywherel", Axl yells at him. 


Duff arrives right at this moment. Stevie lets out a big sigh of relief and hurries down the rest of the 
hallway to his bedroom while Axl is distracted the tall blond's arrival. Duff sees Axl's face lobster red and 


Stevie disappearing immediately. Something's going on, he says to himself. 


"What's happening here?", he asks while going to the kitchen to put Izzy's daily leftovers in the fridge till the 


evening. 
"We have a fucking problem’, Axl replies. 
"Really?", Duff acknowledges, "What is it this time?" 


"Izzy's been captured by one of those street sanitary brigades that keep streets cats and dogs away and 
neuters them." 


Duff looks at Axl with horror. 

"Oh, shit! Really?! Izzy's gonna freak out if they cut his balls!" 

"Yeah, don't tell me about it...” 

"We need to do something", Duff adds. 

"Working on it, Duff" 

"But why were you screaming at Stevie anyway?" 

"Stevie was outside with him but didn't see it fast enough to prevent it, of course!" 

"| see..." 

"Now we've got to find where this clinic is and go get Izzy. Slash is looking for the address", Axl explains. 


"Good. I'll drive", Duff says. 


Chapter ll - Trying to save Izzy's balls 


Duff leaves Axl mumbling and cursing to himself in the kitchen and goes to see Stevie. He finds him sitting on 
his bed clutching his slushie plastic cup and sobbing. 


"Steve, its ok. We're just going to get him out of there and that will be fine", Duff says trying to comfort 
their drummer and hoping they will actually manage to get Izzy back safe and without anything missing. 


‘lm sorry, Duff, | did not want anything to happen to him. | like Izzy, you know? Even if he doesn't like me too 
much, | think. | didn't know they do that... Pick up animals in the streets", Stevie tells him in-between two sobs 


while wiping his runny nose with his T-shirt's sleeve. 


"Izzy's gonna kill me if we don't find him back on time. He's never gonna forgive me if they cut his dick 


because | couldn't save him..", Stevie continues apologetically. 

"Technically, Steve, they're gonna cut his balls, not his dick", Duff corrects him. 

Stevie looks perplexed at Duff. 

‘Its not better, is it?" 

"No, its not. We'll make sure he doesn't get anything cut. And Izzy likes you, don't worry." 
"He always sends me to hell." 


"He does that out of love, Steve", Duff says, even if he knows just how much Stevie can get n Izzy's nerves 


most of the time. 
Back in the living room, Axl is waiting for Slash who manages to come back from the pet shop within an hour. 


"The guys at the pet store gave me this list of vet clinics", he tells Axl and hands him over a folder where 
there is one circled in red in Hollywood. "The red one, they said it's most likely that one, there's only one in 


Hollywood" 


Axl looks at the address and opening hours. The clinic is closing in two hours. He isn't sure where this is 
exactly but he recalls Duff has a map of the city in his truck. The map shows that the ride to the clinic 
shouldn't be too long. It's in a different area than where they live but it's not on the other end of the city. 
Arriving there, Axl agrees with the guys on the plan. 


"We go in, explain that our cat has been picked up by mistake and we are there to get him back home, ok?", 


Axl checks with everyone. 


"And if they have already done something to him?", Stevie asks anxiously. 

"It happened a few hours ago only. l'm sure he's ok for now", Axl dismisses Stevie's fears. 

"But what if..2", Stevie tries to check something else. 

"And you shut up, Steve", Axl concludes while getting out of Duff's truck. 

The vet clinic is large and there are a lot of people in the front area, which serves as a welcome desk and 
waiting room. There is a counter for appointments on one side and another one for walks-in on the other. This 
is where our guys are going. After waiting for ID minutes in line, it's finally their turn. 


"Good afternoon, sir. How may | help you today?", says a chubby 50 something year-old guy. 


"Hi. Our cat has been picked up by mistake today in the street by one of your vans and we'd like to get him 
back", Axl explains. 


"One of our vans?", the receptionist asks. 

"Yes, like the ones you have parked in the front over there", Axl indicates pointing at the large entrance 
window through which one can see a couple of vans parked, both having the Spay € Neuter mention next to 
the vet clinic name. 

"Oh, | see", the receptionist answers. "One of the street patrols that is picking up stray cats, | reckon" 

"He's not a stray cat. He's our.. pet", Axl specifies. 


"We'll see what we can do, sir. Does your cat have a tattoo?" 


Axl looks puzzled at the chubby guy. Yes, sure, Izzy has tattoos, two actually, but it is probably not what he's 
asking about. 


Not getting any reply, the receptionist feels compelled to explain further. 


"Most people who have a cat have it registered and tattooed for identification purposes, if the pet gets lost or 
injured. | take it that your cat is not tattooed or registered?" 


"No, he's not", Axl confirms. 
"Ok, does he have a collar? A medal with his name on it?" 


"No. 


"Did you adopt him from a shelter? Do you have any identification paper?" 


"No, we don't. Listen. Can we just go to wherever you keep the cats you pick up and we'll take him and be done 


with this?" 

"Actually.. No. Technically, sir, if we found him on the street and he has no official identification or collar, this 
may as well be a street cat. We are operating these street patrols to catch stray cats under the program 
that the city initiated for neutering stray cats and dogs, before releasing them back in their original 
neighborhood." 

Axl is slowly losing patience but he is somehow aware that jumping over the counter of the receptionist and 
screaming at him may rot help. Duff senses things may soon spin out of control and intervenes to save Axl 
from himself. 


"What we try to say is that we don't want to our cat neutered’, Duff tells the receptionist. 


"| understand’, the receptionist says. "| can call one of vets who will explain to you the procedure. There is 


really nothing to be afraid of for the animal. He won't suffer." 


"We know what the procedure is. We just can't have the cat neutered. We want our cat back", Axl says his 


voice starting to border on the screaming. 


"Sir, | am afraid there is nothing we can do. When the cat will be fixed and have healed, he will be released 


back in his neighborhood and you can look for him." 


"You don't fucking understand! He's not a cat! He's.. ", Axl tries to find the right way to explain what he is but 


he can't, unless he wants to risk being arrested and sent to a mental institution. 
"Come on, Axl, let's go..", Duff says. 

"We can't leave him herel", Axl insists. 

"| know, but.. Let's go for now. Let's get out of here." 


Duff grabs Axl by the arm and takes him out of the clinic, followed by Stevie who is in awe at Duff's bold 


move with Axl. 
Axl is fuming and gets even more excited seeing Duff trying to calm him down. 


"Let go, Duff! Shit! This is completely crazy! They can't just take Izzy and do whatever they want with him! 
And he's not a cat!" 


"I know! But we need to do something else.. They won't let us get him now. We need to get him ourselves", 


Duff explains. 

"What do you mean?", Axl asks. 

"We wait till the clinic is closed and we break in to get him out. What else?" 
"Isn't that dangerous?", Stevie says to Duff with scared eyes. 


"Yeah, but less dangerous than if Izzy gets fixed and turns back human, because then he will probably kill you, 
Steve." 


Stevie gulps loudly and looks down at the ground to avoid Axl and Duff's gazes. 
‘OK. When does it close again?", Axl says. 


"In less than an hour. But we probably need to wait till the vets and staff are out. | mean, maybe if we come 


back at midnight or something?" 


"IFs a clinic, Duff. They will have an alarm system and all this shit. How are we going to bypass that? We are 


not trained for breaking into properties." 
"| know but.. What else? We can't leave him in there. We gotta do something.” 


Axl knows this is a very bad idea but he also knows that Duff won't let go and will try anything. What else can 
they do? Axl pulls out his hair and kicks the tire of Duffs truck. 


"Ouch! Shit! Fucking truckl.. And where the hell is Slash?", Axl asks noticing only now that he's not with them on 
the parking lot. 


"Probably still inside", Duff replies looking around. 


"IIl go and check", Stevie says, jumping on this opportunity to get away from Duff and Axl that are scaring 
him a little right now. 


Chapter [2 - Smooth talking Slash 


Inside the clinic, Stevie finds Slash conversing with a pretty brown hair girl who is part of the staff. At least, 
she looks like a staff member, that or she likes very much light green jumpsuits with name tags on the front 
pocket. 

"Axl is looking for you", Stevie interrupts. 

"Am busy, Stevie, don't you see?" 

‘It's just that.. We're leaving." 

"Did we get the cat back?", Slash asks. 

"Huh... No." 

"Shit! Why not?" 

"You should come, Duff and Axl will explain’, Stevie replies looking a bit edgy. 

"Ok, 2 minutes", Slash tells Stevie and turns back to the light-green dressed girl. 

"Ok..." 

"And | need privacy here, so go play outside with the others." 

After sending Stevie out, Slash hands over his phone number to the cute girl who had already given him hers. 
"Sorry about that. He's one of my friends that's playing in the band | told you about" 

"Nice... You guys look the part", the girl says on a flattering tone. 


"We're just starting but we're gonna be huge", Slash boasts, remembering one of Axl's favorite expressions 


when he has to introduce their band to anyone. 
"So you were here for your cat?", the girl asks. 


"He's been picked by mistake for being neutered. We need to get him back but it seems they didn't want to. 
That's shitty.’ 


"They are very strict when they pick up animals in the streets. But you know, it's not so bad for them when 
they get fixed. They get more quiet.” 


"He won't want that. Believe me." 

"You say that like he knows", the girl adds chuckling. 

"Oh, he does, believe me", Slash answers. 

The girl laughs at Slash's heartfelt reply. She actually finds him very funny and sweet with the way he told 
her a few minutes ago about his music and his band and how much he's into animals and that he's currently 
saving money to be able to buy a snake and a big terrarium to keep him. She's already volunteered to be his 
future snake's vet for free when he'll get it. She knows taking care of exotic pets is not easy. This is one 
specialty of veterinary medicine which she would like to study further but for now she has to go through her 
last internship in this clinic where she mainly takes care of cats and dogs and the occasional rabbit or bird. 
However, she sees that Slash is not smiling anymore since they mentioned his pet cat's situation Perhaps she 
can do something to help him out, just because she feels like being nice to him. 


"You want me to go check on your cat?", she asks. 


Slash raises an eyebrow at the proposal. Shit, of course! She works here! She can go at the back or wherever 


they keep the animals to check on Izzy. She could even get him out probably. 
"You would do that?", he asks not being able to refrain from beaming 
Slash's smile is too hard to resist 

"Sure, | would” 

"And you could.. Get him out of here too?", Slash is asking shyly. 


"Huh... That's a bit risky", she says. "I am not sure how. | mean, they register all the animals that come in, so 


if he's gone, they will know one cat is missing.’ 

‘Izzy's very clever. He could have escaped, nobody will know that someone helped him." 
"That's your cats' name? Izzy?" 

"Yes. Please, | mean.. We need to get him back, you don't know how important it is." 
"Ok, let me see what | can do and if | find him. What does he look like?" 

"All black, medium long fur, yellow golden eyes." 


"Ill be right back" 


Slash is looking at her walking to the back of the clinic and feels hopeful she may walk back here with Izzy in a 
moment. Before that happens, he's brought back to reality by a tap on his shoulder. Turning around, he sees 
Axl, fists planted on his hips, looking as mad as ever. 


"What the fuck are you still doing here? We are leaving from this fucking placel’, Axl shouts, pulling him out 
by the arm. 


"Wait", Slash objects. "I met this girl and..." 
"Not the time to find a new girl to polish your dick, Slash!" 


Once they're on the parking lot in front of the clinic, Slash is trying not to get upset and to brief Axl about 
the latest developments inside. 


"Shut up, Ax, and listen | asked this girl to go and check on Izzy and to bring him back. | told her we don't want 
him fixed." 


"What girl?", Axl asks glaring at him. 

"A girl that is working here as a vet. We just started to talk. | was looking at the snake posters in the 
corridor, she asked me if | liked them.. She likes me, | guess..", Slash says proudly, thinking that his natural 
charm may be the key to bringing back Izzy safe. 


"And she's giving Izzy back to you?" 


"If you behave and stay here, I'll go right back in and make sure of that, ok?" Slash tells Axl. "Duff, keep him 


here. He's gonna scare the sweet vet girl." 


Axl is about to scream at Slash who is already walking back inside the clinic when Duff puts his hand on their 
singer's mouth to keep him quiet. 


"Just let him try, ok? No drama. And don't fucking try to bit my hand either." 

Stevie follows Slash back in, thinking that Duff and Axl are quite fine left on their own 

"If we don't get lzzy back, | don't want to sleep at the house; Axl is scaring me when he's that mad 
"Dont worry" 

"They want to break in here, later. That's what they said" 


"Shut up, Steve. Someone could hear you..” 


Just as Slash says that, the vet girl walks back in the waiting area, but without Izzy. 


"Ok, so here's the thing", she starts. "There is only one black cat that was picked up today, so | know which one 
it is, that's not a problem." 


"And? So why didn't you.. Take him?", Slash asks. 

"I will have to pick up the file of today's street patrol and make him disappear from it, like there was a 
mistake in the count of cats captured, something like that. Then | have to bring the cat out here. Do you have 
a carrying box with you?" 

Stevie and Slash look at each other shrugging. 


"No, just let him out, he can walk" 


| can't, and also it might become obvious he's escaping if someone sees him running free in here. He has to be 


in a box to leave this place." 

"Let him out outside. Like you have a back door? | can be at the back door to pick him up." 

"You're sure he won't run away?", the girl asks surprised. 

"He won't. He needs a ride back home", Stevie explains. 

The girl looks confused at their reasoning but doesn't question any further. 

"Ok, let's do that. Go behind, on the parking lot of the staff. I'll let him out over there in a few minutes. But." 
"No, but, pleasel", Stevie pleads. 


"Well. It's a big favor what you're asking me to do. | could get caught or be in big trouble.. So what do | get if 
| do that for you?" 


"We don't have money", Stevie states plainly. 

| guessed that", the girl replies. 

"What's your price, darling?", Slash inquires feeling flirty again 

"Well. You're cute and nice.. And | could do with a great date for Saturday." 


"Sure", Slash grins. 


"With both of you, because your friend is very cute too", she adds looking Stevie up and down, 


Stevie looks at Slash smiling. No need to argue about that, they've shared before, they can certainly do that 


again. 

"Consider it done", Slash answers, only too happy to have such an easy bargain. 

"Great", the girl says. "My parents have those yearly seats at the opera downtown and | have to go to a show 
on Saturday night with my mother and grandmother and | don't want to go alone. I'm sure I'll have a great 
time with the two of you. It's a black tie event, so you just need to dress up a bit, but apart from that, it's 
fine. You guys are into music anyway, right?" 

Slash looks at Stevie but they don't smile at each other anymore. 

"Huh... Sure", Slash says, trying to sounds convinced but failing miserably. 


"Perfect", she concludes. "Go around the building, I'll let him out in a short while." 


Stevie and Slash walk out and go find back Duff and Axl who are smoking and staring at each other without 
talking. 


"So? Where's Izzy?", Duff asks. 


"She said she'll let him out through the back door in a few minutes. I'll go there so he sees me and he knows 


it's fine", Slash says. 

"And all this was accomplished with just your smooth talking and your smile", Axl questions. 

"She just wanted a date on Saturday", Slash says casually, walking away to go meet Izzy. 

"What's up?", Axl asks Stevie who is looking away. 

"Nothing, nothing.. Just waiting to see Izzy again" 

"No, what's up with him? He didn't seem excited about the date. What's the catch?" 

"She asked us both out", Stevie says, "to go to an opera on Saturday, with her mom and grandma." 
Duff and Axl look at each other and simultaneously burst out laughing. 


"You... And Slash... at an opera?", Duff manages to articulates in-between two laughs. "Oh, shit, that's a date 
alright!" 


Chapter [3 - Free at last 


(We are back with Izzy's POV) 


If | thought that having been turned into a cat was the worst thing that could have happened to me, | was oh 
so wrong. l'm trapped into this small cage in the middle of a room full of other cats in the same situation as 
me, meaning waiting to be neutered, which is just the polite medical term for castrate. | must actually be dead 
and this must be hell. | had no hope to go to heaven but this is way worse than what | imagined. | just thought 
there was nothing. You know? You die and that's it. A big black hole. Nothingness forever. You don't even realize 
there is nothing because you stopped thinking and being. That was my wish. | would do very well with oblivion 


| knew | should have gone back there at night rather than this afternoon What was | thinking going to that 
alley in the middle of the day? | mean, | have never seen those vans driving around our neighborhood picking 
up street cats. | did not know. Now | come to think of it, | rarely hang around outside during day time anyway. | 
have no clue what happens in the outside world in day time. If only Stevie had not gone in to get that fucking 
slushie. | hope he chokes on it. Ok, | don't want him dead but.. And with my luck, if he would die, he would end 
up in the same hell as me, following me around as a cat or whatever else. That would be even worse. Being 


stuck with Stevie for eternity.. Fuck me, no, please. Seriously, no way. 


| don't know how long I've been here. It can't be that long but it feels so long. The cage is not very big and | 
can't stretch my paws or my back. Also there are other cats in here that stink. The clinic disinfectant is not 
even covering the bad smells. | swear one of these cats must have peed himself. It really fucking stinks. How 
long am | going to be in here? | heard someone count us earlier on, maybe to check how many of us they can 


operate tomorrow? This is so crazy. 


There's someone here now. | lift my head up and see one of those green-clad vets. Look at her. She looks 
harmless, right? Big mistake. She might be the woman who takes away my balls tomorrow. Oh, no. Shit. She's 
walking right up to my cage. | mean, shit, there are IO other cats in here, why me? It must be late, like 
evening time. They are not going to operate us at night, are they? Come on. What is she doing? She's taken the 
tags and papers that were attached to my cage and shreds them. Huh.. Why? This can't be good. I'm sure it's 
another fucked up moment, like I'm gonna be taken to an underground lab where they do experiment on cats or 
other animals. Oh, no, this is probably what they do with all the arimals they pick up on the street. This is a 
cover up for an illegal market of lab test animals. | bet they make a lot of money from this. Man, this is like a 
very bad horror movie. She's looking like she's checking if the way's free outside. Yes, she's up to something. 
She doesn't want anyone to know she's taking me away. | don't want to know where she takes me. Ok, if | have 
to choose, | will be a cat without balls rather than an experiment lab subject. Are they going to transport me 
again? Where do we go now? This is the back exit, it seems. There's no van on the parking. There is someone 
there who looks like Slash. Am | hallucinating? No, | think its... It's Slash, yes! This is too good to be true! No, 
it's true! She's putting this cage on the ground and she's opening the cage. | can't believe this. | can go out! l'm 
out! And Slash is looking weird but kind of happy. 


"Ok, so call me tomorrow, alright? I'll give you the details for Saturday", she tells Slash. 


"Sure", he says kind of half-heartedly. 
What are they talking about? Who cares? I'm free! And I'm intactllll | would jump in Slash's arms if | could! 
"You're ok, |z?", Slash asks bending over to look at me closely. 


Of course, I'm ok! lm free and | still have my balls! What more could | ask? Apart from being turned back into 


a human, of course. 
"Lets go to the front parking, lz, the others are waiting for us. We go back home." 


| see him walking around the corner of the building and | run after him. | see Duff's truck and Duff and Axl, 
and Stevie too, of course. Fucking slush master Stevie! | should claw his eyeballs out but | feel so happy to be 
free that | may just ignore him for the rest of the day, and tomorrow, and maybe pee in his boots to teach 


him a lesson. We'll see about that later. 


Chapter 14 - The somber prophecies about Izzy's future 


Two days later, on Saturday, Slash chickened out for the vet girl date. You should have seen Stevie's face 
when Slash told him that he had to go by himself to the opera with this girl who was bringing along her 
mother and her grandmother. But Stevie's the nice type of guy that will do that. He said the girl was cute and 
he had to redeem himself for having me caught, so he would do it. He even went to rent a tuxedo! Don't know 
with which money. | guess the two hundred bucks that his grandparents gave him and that Axl counted on for 
this month's rent. 


Slash and Duff had a blast imagining poor Stevie coping with the girl and her family that evening. | had to say | 


was laughing too inside. 


But that was nothing compared to how much | laughed when Stevie told us what happened the day after. | was 
in the kitchen having some tuna breakfast when our drummer emerged from the bedroom after his date 
night, looking like he hadn't slept at all and just wearing a pair of cut out zebra print sweat pants. Slash and 
Duff were up too in the kitchen with me, having coffee and smoking their morning cigarettes, making fun of 
the poor guy who had to suffer through what must have been the most boring night of his life. 


Surprisingly, Stevie looked quite happy when he joined us. Then again, it is Stevie. Yet he looked strangely too 
happy for a guy who must have had his most boring night ever. | smelled a rat. | was waiting to see and hear 
what actually happened. 

"Hello, fuckers!", Stevie says, helping himself a big mug of hot coffee. 


"Hello back", Duff greets him. 


"So, Stevie..", Slash starts, "we'd like all the details of your fantastic evening at the opera while we wait for our 


coffees to cool down a bit. You mind?" 

Stevie grins back at Slash and sits on one of the two kitchen chairs. 

“course, not.. But you sure you want the details?", he asks his roommate. 

"Yeah, | wanna know what | missed. Which opera did you see?" 

"See. That's the weird thing. We did not see an opera’, Stevie says. 

It turns out that the veterinary girl had pulled Slash's leg big time. The opera date and her mom and grandma 
was just a joke. She wanted to see if he would do something for her. When Stevie arrived at her place, all 
dressed up like prom night in his rental tuxedo, she told him they were going to a party with her twin sister. 


Apparently, that's why she originally invited both Slash and Stevie for the date, so both her and her sister 
would have a guy to accompany them. But they were not too fussed about the fact that there was only one 


guy for them both and Stevie didn't mind either. The party was in some rich guy's house in Beverly Hills. 
Stevie couldn't describe too much how awesome the place was because he spent most of his evening drunk and 
high in the hot tub in the guy's garden with the two girls. Apparently, drinks and coke were on the house at 
the party and after fucking the twins, together and each separately, Stevie got them to give him a ride home. 
He was way too coked up to sleep for a few hours but finally crashed around 71.00 am and came up around 


1030 am, when he found us in the kitchen. 


So apparently Slash missed a big night of booze, coke and sex with pretty twin sisters. He was livid, obviously. 
Stevie had the last laugh. Unbelievable. That must have been the first time in his life! 


Stevie telling us about his wild night was pretty much all that happened this morning. A little later | heard Axl 
talk to the others and say they'll go to our rehearsal place to see the guitarist replacement that they should 
have met a few nights ago, when we came back late from the clinic that day. After that | went upstairs to 


our room to sleep. 

Waking up from a two hour-long afternoon nap on my bed, | notice Axl coming in. He is closing the bedroom 
door behind him, which he almost never does now, in order to allow me to come in and out of the room easily. 
It looks like something's wrong with him but | can't say what. He goes to sit on his bed and stares at me after 
running a hand in his hair. He looks upset: 


"You won't believe where | was", he said. 


If he starts like that, we can gain time and go straight to him telling me where he was, it will go faster. It's a 


rhetorical question, anyway, since | can't talk back, so | just wait for his answer. 

| went to see a fortune-teller, a gypsy woman on Sunset who does palm reading and tarot and all that shit" 
Axl going mystic? This is scary, indeed. 

| went for you. | spent the rest of the money Stevie got from his grandparents to ask questions to a gypsy 
woman about you and your future. You know, | asked her what she could predict your future would be like 
because | can't stand this situation and not knowing if you'll be turning back into a human being. | might be 
losing my mind, you know?" 

| know Axl well enough to understand that he's at the end of his patience and he's quite desperate if he went 
to a fortune-teller and paid her to tell him my future. | wonder if he explained to her | was turned into a cat 
or not. Whatever, this is the past. ts not interesting, | wanna know what she told him about my future. 

"| guess you'd like to know what she said", he adds. 


| jump down from my mattress and climb up on his bed next to him to make him understand l'm all ears. 


"So it's not like a precise weather forecast bulletin but these are the things she said about you, what she saw 


in the tarot, ok? You're going to disappear. Don't ask me what she means, | just repeat. She saw you disappear 
and then reappear. And in case you wonder, | did not tell her about your transformation. | just said you were 
my childhood best friend and roommate. | don't know if that would have changed something to what she read 
in the cards if | told her about you being a cat now. | hope not. Probably she would have thought | was mental, 
so | shut up about that. And.. Where was |? Right, what she said about you.. So after that, she said she saw 


death and vengeance in the near future and in a more distant future, money and solitude and a break-up." 


Axl says all that in a very neutral tone, trying to sound like he's not affected by what he's just told me. He 
doesn't believe in this kind of things but | can see he's not happy with what she said. 


| had never been told my future. First, | don't think | believe in that possibility, then | never had money to 
spend on anything like that. If | have a bit of money, it goes to smack and booze. That helps me predict my 
future pretty easily. A nice high and a guaranteed hang-over the day after. So much for my fortune-telling 
skills, but they always get confirmed on those two aspects. But maybe | should give it a go. A week ago, | 
wouldn't have believed anyone who would have told me | would turn into a cat, so I'm not too sure anymore 


that paranormal events are just for movie plots. 


| guess desperate times call for desperate measures here, lets be open-minded. So | recap. This gypsy woman 
told Axl about me disappearing and reappearing. This has already happened, right? | disappear as a human and | 
come back as a cat. | thought she was supposed to tell my future, not my past. It's a bit creepy though, 
because how would she know about my past anyway? Then she mentioned death, vengeance, money, solitude 
and a break-up. Bright future ahead, Stradlin. If | ever turn back human, | guess | will increase my daily smack 
consumption a notch because l'm not sure | wanna live very long to go through all those joyful moments. | am 
just kinda skeptical about the part where she mentioned money. Because unless | turn into an armed bank 


robber, | don't think this is happening, even if Axl's dream of us becoming a signed band is becoming reality one 


day, | don't think we'll ever be rich with it. 
I'd like to tell Axl not to worry about the predictions and that it was just a harmless old woman who felt he 
needed confirmation that life is shit and gloomy and she gave him just what he wanted. I'm not taking any of 


this seriously and he should not. 


"Izzy, l'm sorry. Maybe | shouldn't have said anything but.. There is something freaky", he says speaking very 


low, just in case someone would overhear him. 

What could have freaked him out so much? 

"When | left her place, the gypsy woman told me to take good care of our new cat" 
She said what? 


"Fuck, Iz. | did not say a word. She doesn't know me, us.. How the fuck could she know that we have a cat.. A 


new cat?" 


Ok, this is freaky, | agree. My rational down to earth mind still tries to brush off her predictions of doom and 
misery for my future but it's hard now, after what Axl just told me. We sit in silence looking at each other 


for a while till we get disturbed by a knock on the door. It's Duff. 


"There's police outside, a few blocks down. Some shit happened down the road. I'm going there with Slash to see 


what's going on, ok?", Duff says. 


Axl looks back at me. | jump away towards the window. l'm curious too and | can go out and see what happened 


from the roofs. 
| give Axl and Duff a last glance and leap outside. 


"Coming with you", | hear Axl says to Duff as | go out. 


Chapter I5 - Flashbacks 


I'm over where the police gathered before the other guys. | peek down at what's going on at street level. The 
neighborhood we live in is not the greatest of LA. but it's not the most dangerous either. It's fairly run-down, 
miserable and crappy but it's not the type of area where you witness violent crimes and murders every 
couple of days. It's the first time | see fresh corpses on the street. There are two bodies, two guys, lying 
there among the trash bags piling up in the alley. This is the same alley where | woke up about a week ago. | 
was luckier than those two. | still don't know what happened to me that night but at least, | am alive. 


One of the two dead guys is tall, the other more average size. | leap down the emergency metal staircase 
attached to one of the buildings that's close-by to the crime scene but don't go below the second floor. | don't 
want people to notice me. | don't know why | act this way because | am a cat and | doubt anyone will pay 


attention to a cat looking at what's going on down here. The two dead men are stealing the show. 


The police must have just arrived. There is one person going around the bodies taking notes and looking at the 
whole scene, taking a lot of precautions not to mess up anything. It's like in the movies or TV series, except 
that the cops look old and have beer bellies. They're not like 20 something good looking actors. Even if I'm a bit 
far away | look at the faces of the guys lying there. | don't recognize them. | don't know if they are from this 
area but there is something eerily familiar with their faces, which is strange because they don't have a 
particular look. They certainly don't have the look of musicians or guys we would have been hanging around 
with on Sunset at a bar or a club. Perhaps drug dealing? Would they be drug dealers | would have bumped 
into? People | would have met when scoring? | would go to the same few people nowadays but earlier on, | 
would have met with a lot of different people. 


The crowd of curious onlookers is expanding behind the police lines and yellow tape that they placed to isolate 
the area Now | see Duff, Slash and Axl, trying to push themselves towards the front to have a better view. 
Duff is the only one who can see something, | guess, as he's the tallest. 


My gaze falls back onto the dead bodies. This is the first time | notice the big pool of blood on the side of one 
of the guys and | still have this strange feeling that | have met these guys in the past. 


| hear a noise behind me. | turn around and there's another cat on the staircase, white and grey, fairly big. 
He's keeping his distance and doesn't look threatening. | guess I'm not the only curious one. He meows at me. In 
the commotion that is happening down below us, nobody hears that. | look at him. Maybe he's trying to say hi. 
| tried before but meowing at other cats doesn't seem to get me understood by them so | just turn around 


and look down again leaving him to watch the show down there by himself. 


That's when it hits me. Holy fuck! | think | saw those two guys the night before | turned into a cat. Yes, that 
must be it! It was the first time that these guys approached me but it's them. Now I'm sure. What happened 
back then? It's blurry. That whole night is blurry but somehow, | don't recall | sold them something. | don't 
recall things went well. Maybe they were messing with me or they tried to rob me of what | had left. Wasn't 
much because it was already the end of the night for me but yeah, now that | think about it, | begin to 


remember things. Those guys were not the most subtle type and they did not let me say much. They hit me, | 
think. That must be why | blanked out after. | guess this is what happened. For some odd reasons, now it 
seems things make some sense. | even have short flashes of memory flying around in my head, bits of scenes 
that appear in the back of my mind. It's a bit hazy but it's coming back to me slowly. Those guys must have 
come over to me, knocked me unconscious before | had time to react or do anything and robbed me, leaving 
me there on the sidewalk. That doesn't explain why | turned into a cat but that does explain why | did not 


remember much of the night before. 


| look at the forensic brigade taking samples and pictures down there. They've circled the blood stains coming 
from under the shorter guy. | get shivers down my spine watching this. Weird cause I'm not the squeamish 
type. | can look at blood and wounds. I'm fine with that. For some reasons, though, the sight of his injuries and 
the blood gives me the creeps. He seems to have a wound on his stomach. Must be where he lost all the blood 
from. Wait a sec.. That wound.. That night | fell unconscious on the street. The tall guy hit me, now l'm 
practically sure he did. And the shorter guy? ... He had a knife. | don't really remember the knife but | recall 
something shining under the light of the street lamp. He must have had a knife. | didn't remember that at first 
but yeah, now.. | remember the feeling of pain, and it was not from having my nose punched. | survived worse 


bar fights in one piece and without flinching. No, that guy, the shorter one, must have stabbed me. 


Alright, so | ended up in the alley after | dragged myself there, after they hit and stabbed me. Shit, that's bad. 
So maybe | am dead. | died and | got reincarnated as a cat. That sucks big time because if I'm dead, | won't 
come back as a human. What did the gypsy woman tell Axl again? Death and vengeance and later on, money, 
solitude and break-up. So | am dead? Wait, she was talking about my future. How can | be dead and then still 
have money and all the other gloomy things she predicted? Perhaps this is all in the wrong order. Still, | never 
had money and | hardly see getting some any time soon. She must have me confused with someone else. 
Maybe my brother who wanted to be a doctor when | left home. That's the one of the family that may do 
something with his life. So anyway.. This is all very confusing, but | feel better to know that those two who 
assaulted me are dead. Probably small caliber nobodies who messed up with the wrong persons and got caught. 
Funny the guy died from a stab wound, like he did to me. The other guy, the tall one, nothing very apparent 
that caused his death. His face is pretty messed up though. He must have been hit. That is strange, right? 
They died and got the same injuries than what they inflicted on me. Karma has hit them back fairly quickly. 
Karma or vengeance. Could it be the vengeance of the fortune-teller? But | did not do that. Maybe death and 
vengeance were meant for them, not for me. Who would take revenge on them on my behalf? | don't know 


them and | doubt whoever did that to them knows me. 


| hear the cat behind me meow again. | had forgotten he was there. | look at him again. Just move on, dude. l'm 


not a real cat, | can't exchange meow talks with you. 


The police teams are picking up the corpses now. | guess they've checked all they needed to do here for now. 
The crowd is also starting to leave. It is almost dusk. Now that | am here, | am thinking about what | had 
planned a few nights ago, before being caught. | wanted to come here at night and see if | could find answers. | 
guess l'm gonna stick around for a few hours till its dark and see what happens around here. At least, | might 
see other cats. There is already one behind me. | don't think | can communicate much with that one but there 


might be others like me. Worth a try. | have nothing better to do tonight while the guys are going to meet my 


replacement for the band. 


Chapter lb - Black fur, white noise, green eyes 


After the police left, | climbed up on an apartment building's roof that is overlooking the alley. That's a good 
viewpoint. | can observe what's happening down there and | can see what's going on around me up here. If 
other cats are roaming around, I'll see them coming and | can also run away in case an emergency exit is in 


order. 


The night has fallen since a little while. It is not very late but it is dark already. It is warm tonight and 
surprisingly, despite all my fur, | am not too hot. I'm thermoregulated, it seems. Cool, no need to get clothes on 
or off when you're a cat. This is quite practical. Only problem is that it doesn't allow you a lot of change of 
look. I'm all black. Classy but not very varied. | wonder if | could get Duff to dye my fur a bit if | get stuck like 


this and become bored of my current hair or rather fur style. 


| snap out of my fur coat considerations when | hear something falling down on the street with a metallic 
noise. | stare down and see a cat walking down there. He or she must have pushed something that fell, maybe 
the lid of one of those big bins. Seems like thats where the action is tonight. | decide to go and see for myself 
and so | proceed carefully, using the external steel staircase again, but this time walking down almost all the 
way and jumping the last bit, 1 feet further down to the ground, effortlessly, with a smooth and silent landing. 
That cat jumping skill is quite cool. ! wish | could do that as a human, 


Looking around, my gaze finds the cat | spotted from above. It's the one that was sitting behind me on the 
stairs when | was watching the cops getting busy with the dead bodies. | was wrong earlier or | did not pay 
much attention but now | notice it's a she. Don't ask me how | know that, | just know. And no, | don't know 
because she's horny. She's normal right now, at least. She glances at me and walks deeper inside the alley, 
away from the street, looking back in my direction a few times. Might be a signal to let me know to follow her. 
That reminds me of good old days where | would follow a girl out of a club into an alley at night, | never 
needed them to talk to me to understand they wanted me to follow them.. Forget it, Stradlin, no need to 
torture yourself with that now. This is not the same here. Let's see where she goes and what she does. l'm 
trying to find more clues about sorting out my situation so I'll try with her. 


The alley is a dead end so we won't go very far in any event. As | walk behind her, leaving a few feet of 
distance, just as a precaution, | begin to hear noises. No meows or cat sounds, something completely different. 
It's like white noise. It's all over and | have no idea where it could be coming from. | look around and see 
nothing. Well, actually, not nothing. | see a pair of cat eyes looking back at me up there, on another external 
staircase, and a little higher up | spot another pair of glowing greenish eyes belonging to another cat. | continue 
walking and start to notice cat eyes all over, left and right, mainly up but some are down on the ground too. 
Cats coming out from their hiding places during the day, | suppose. There must be dozens of cats in here, 
perhaps more. ls it their cacophony of meows that turned the ambient sound into this odd background noise? | 


don't see them open their mouth to make any sound. 


The cat | am following just stopped in front of me. She leaps up on a couple of boxes and busted wood crates 


that are piled up at the end of the alley against a brick wall. Her green eyes are locked on me in a commanding 


way. At this point, | might think she tries to tell me something but we obviously cannot speak, she hasn't 
meowed and even if she had, we've already established that this is not a communication mean that | master 
with other cats, so apart from telepathy, which in case she is trying on right now, | must be not good at 
because | can't hear her think, we're kind of stuck looking at each other. She's got nice eyes, no question about 
it, but its not really helping. | turn around and see a lot of yellow and green pairs of eyes locked on me. | turn 
back towards her and have a glance up and of course, same situation Many pairs of feline eyes are looking 
down at me from both sides, none of them move, they all stare at me. Ok, so I've been trapped here by other 
cats. Is it a territory fight? Like | stepped on her turf and she wants to teach me a lesson? Or an initiation 
ritual into the street cat league? They're all gonna scratch the hell out of me so | become one of them? 
Either way, I'm not sure this is good. The very odd thing is that | don't sense any hostility from any of these 


animals, not a single hiss or angry cry. So perhaps it's more like a welcoming party? Shit, this is weird. 


| was too much focused on examining the absence of reactions from the cats around me to register that the 
white noise is dissipating gradually and | can actually hear meows and purring sounds at this moment. Even 
more strangely, | can feel them. It's like | feel the purring sounds and they are physically flowing over me. The 
many cats that are circling around me have started to move closer. When did they start to move? | did not 
notice but it's too late. There is no way | can escape or fight my way out of this. The female cat | followed is 
moving ahead of most of them, showing the way. Don't know to what. | don't know what they're gonna do to 
me but | feel frozen and incapable of doing anything. The clowder of cats is very close and I'm thinking they're 
going to crush me or smother me, on purpose or not, but that's going to be the result. | have difficulty 
breathing already. They're way too close and the noise is too loud. | can't hear meowing anymore, | just hear a 
constant buzzing noise. | see nothing. Just a sea of blackness and iridescent green and yellow eyes absorbing 


me. 


Chapter [1 - 8 out of 9 


| have such a fucking bad headache and hangover it's not even possible to describe how bad | feel. My head 
weighs half a ton and it feels so bad that | almost don't feel my smack craving. But | have it too, of course, 
just to really make sure that | cannot be more miserable. 


| don't know how much | drank last night but | overdid it a bit apparently. | need a cigarette and a drink and a 
fix. Ok, not in that order, rewinding. | need a fix, then a drink and a cigarette. That sounds more like it. | must 
have overslept and my body is kindly reminding me it's way past my morning fix time. I'll get to that in a 
minute. And why the fuck did Axl leave the curtain wide open? | mean, this is fucking blinding me. 


| reach out towards the edge of the mattress to get out of bed but don't find any bed or mattress. Oh shit, | 
slept on the floor? | was particularly wasted then. Ok, so getting up anyway and closing the curtain. As my 
eyes adjust painfully to the bright daylight, | realize that | did not sleep on the floor of our bedroom. | am not 
in our bedroom. | am outside. | slept outside? No, this is.. Wait, what? | close my eyes and rub my eyelids with 
my fingers, then | slide my hands on my face pushing on my cheeks till it almost hurts, just to make sure | 
am well awake now. | have the sensation this already happened. Waking up outside, not expecting it. Yes, | 
remember, ok.. l'm a cat. Of course, as a cat, | would end up sleeping outside at one point, right? But if I'm a 
cat why do | feel like shit like on a normal post party morning? | wasn't feeling my dope withdrawal so far, 
that was one of the good thing of my cat life, so what now? | look around, now finally fairly conscious of my 
surroundings. Same dead end alley, same sweet tasty smell of trash bags, a bright sky blue ceiling way above 
me. | look down and see a cat curled up against me. But.. Holy shit! Its my body! My human body! l'm lying on 
my side, against trash bins, with a cat sleeping right against my belly! | move a bit and wakes up the cat 
involuntarily. Was that a fucking weird dream? I'm myself, again. | mean, I'm human. It seems. From what | can 
see. | move and sit on the ground. The cat moves away from me but doesn't go far. She goes and sits a few 
feet away from me. How do | know it's a she? | just know. Don't ask. Ok, so.. Was it all a very trippy nightmare 
bordering on insanity? | look down at me, at my body. | have feet, legs, hands, arms.. Am not covered in fur, 
except for my hair... | am wearing my clothes..My shirt is stained, and it's.. Blood? Dried blood, to be precise. 
Without thinking, | lift it up and look down at my stomach and abdomen. Nothing. No wound, no scar. But my 
shirt was soaked in blood a while ago, that's for sure. Was it my blood? 


Slowly it all comes back to me. | feel the stare of that cat sitting in front of me and it's like she's making me 
remember things and understand new ones. It seems she talks to me but she doesn't. | don't hear voices, | just 
get it. The wake-up as a cat, the return home, trying to make the others understand it's me, the evening at 
the Cathouse, the vet clinic, the murders.. Yeah, yesterday, the murders and in the night, when it was dark, 
that army of cats that swallowed me. Eight days since | turned into a cat. | used up eight of my nine cat lives, 
every day that passed since | probably died from the knife attack. Today | wake up human, with my ninth life. 
That was it, what the fortune-teller told Axl. Death and vengeance. Nothing to do with me directly. It was 
them, the two guys who were found dead. That was their death and my vengeance, executed by the cats. They 
are not really cats, | don't know what they are but they avenged me and when it was done, they turned me 
back. And that is why | reappear, like the gypsy woman told Axl. | disappear as a cat and | reappear as Izzy. It 
was really my future. Fuck, what else did she say? Later on, money, solitude and break-up? I'll have to wait 


and see for those ones but so far, she had gotten it damn right. 
The cat moves back towards me and rubs herself against my leg, purring affectionately. 
"Yeah, kitty, I'm glad I'm back too", | say petting her on the head. 


If that continues, I'll start having a soft spot for cats instead of dogs. Although with what | just went through 
and what | saw happened to those two guys, l'm not sure | should ever trust cats. They're fucking strange 


creatures! 


Ill have a hell of a weird story to tell the guys on how | came back as a human but at least, I'm back. Thinking 


about that, | guess it's time | walk back home. Axl or someone else might be wondering where | am, again. 

| stand up, feeling a bit numb and groggy but otherwise fine. | look down at myself. | might drop the shirt 
because | don't want to alarm anyone. If | come back home with this, they'll wonder. So | take off my jacket and 
remove my shirt, which | throw behind me in the pile of trash bags. | put my jacket back on and kneel down to 
give the cat a last pet on the head. She looks up at me and then runs away, leaping up on some boxes and 
further up the staircase. 

This is pretty insane but it seems its a happy end. Let's see when | come home. | don't want to anticipate 
anything too positively so far. You never know that | woke up in a parallel universe where the others are not 
there or they don't know me or some other shit like that. 

My fears disappear as soon as | arrive home and that my keys open the front door. | walk in and see Stevie 
sleeping on the couch. | hear guitar sounds coming from Slash's bedroom. A glance in the kitchen. Nobody. | 
read on the microwave clock that it is 10.30 am. | walk to our bedroom and find Axl sitting on his bed reading a 
magazine. | walk in. He doesn't even lift his head. 

Shit. | might be invisible now or what? 

"Axl?", | ask. 

He lifts his head and looks at me. 


"Yeah, what?", he says casually. 


Alright, a bit strange but maybe he's shocked about me being back to normal. Axl has always had peculiar 


ways to deal with emotions. 
Its all you have to say to me?", | continue. 


"Well... | don't know, Izz. What else should | say to you?", he replies. 


Ok, I'm not sure he's playing a game there. He actually doesn't think it's strange | am no longer a cat? | walk to 


his bed and sit next to him. 
"Don't know. Not happy to see me again?", | say, trying to test if he's messing with me or not. 
He looks at me with no special emotion on his face, like its just a normal morning. 


"Always happy to see you, lzz. Not sure about your new no shirt under the jacket look for daytime, but 
whatever. One thing, though. Go take a shower, you stink like garbage. Sorry, man" 


| stink like garbage, really? 


"I know, Ax, thanks for pointing this out. It's because | was turned back human overnight by a clowder of stray 


cats in a trash alley." 
As | say that in my most natural way, Axl puts down his magazine and looks concerned. 


"What shit are you on, lzz, apart from smack? Just go easy on mixing up dope, ok? You're gonna lose your 
mind." 


And he walks out, leaving me there. | have no fucking clue why he behaves like that but maybe a shower is a 
good idea in order to get rid of the powerful stinking smell of street trash and freshen up my mind. But first, 
| need a fix, badly. | open my nightstand drawer and give out a big sigh of relief as | find there everything | 
need. Great, that hasn't changed at least. I'll shoot up and all will be fine, hopefully. Then I'll shower. 

An hour later, after | fixed myself and | took an unusually long shower, | put on clean clothes and go back in 
the living room. | see Duff and we speak, then | discuss with Slash too. Stevie is still sleeping. Everyone behaves 
completely normally with me, like | haven't been a cat for a week or so. At a certain point, | can't stand it 
anymore. 

"Shit, what day is today?", | ask sounding desperate. 

Duff looks at me surprised. 

"Is Monday, why?" 

"Monday which day? | mean, which number?" 

"We're... 24th. Why", he says looking at me like | asked the most bizarre question ever. 

I'm sure we were the 2lst when | got attacked, and most likely died | know because | was watching television 


earlier that day with Slash and we saw the weather forecast and they said it was the first day of fall. So lim 


not crazy. l've been a cat one full week, well, 8 days. | remember everything but they seem to remember 


nothing. Its like | was there yesterday. 


Maybe its better this way. No explaining, nothing to try to understand or clarify with anyone but it freaks me 
out a tad. What if | just went completely crazy for a week and imagined all this? 


"I got to go for work", Duff says. "Axl is out, don't know where. We have practice today at T o' clock, ok?" 
"Noted", | say, sitting on the couch and grabbing the bottle of Jack 


| reach for the pack of cigarettes that are on the coffee table and light one up. Feels like an eternity | haven't 


swallowed smoke. | even cough a bit after the first two drags. 

"You ok, Izzy?", Slash asks me. 

"Yes, no problem.. Hangover." 

"No kidding..." 

Stevie wakes up, probably from hearing me coughing. 

"morning", | tell him. 

"Hey... Izzy..", he mumbles. 

Stevie sits up and yawns, stretching his arms and almost poking my eyes with his hands. 
"Stevie..", | sigh. 


He looks at me and starts laughing. Should | worry? Not sure. I'm also not sure | should bother checking with 
him why he laughs but | end up asking him anyway. 


"| had the funniest dream about youl", he says still laughing 
Slash looks interested 

"You dreamed about Iz2?", Slash asks him on a flirty tone. 

"Not like that.. Really funny, like comedy funny", Stevie specifies. "I dreamed you were a cat!" 


Oh shit. What now? Don't fucking tell me that nobody here remembers about my 8 days as a cat except him? 
Of all the 4 guys, did it have to be him??? 


Slash looks disappointed the dream is not anything suggestive and kinky but Stevie continues. 


"Yeah, crazy, right? You were a cat, like.. | don't know and you were here with us. And we knew you were the 
cat, so we talk to you and stuff.. You jumped around and licked yourself, you know, like animals do. That's gross 
but mostly you were a cat 

| look at Stevie's silly smiling face and I'm at a loss for words. 

"You're still fucked up from yesterday, man", Slash tells him. 

"Maybe", Stevie admits. "But you were like a cool cat too." 


"Ok, Stevie, just shut up, alright?", is all | can say to him. 


"Don't be so grumpy, |zz. You're always so serious... I'm sure you'd have more fun if you were really a cat", 
grumpy Y M M y 


Stevie says and walks away. 
What the hell??? | should have peed in his boots when | still could! | still could, of course, but.. 


"He's one of a kind, "Slash says when Stevie's gone, completely missing the weirdness in Stevie's earlier 


comments to me. 
So it's official, I'm the only one remembering anything. 
"Take your guitar, lzz. | had an idea yesterday, let's try it" 


Its been over a week | haven't touched my guitar. Shit, it feels good to take it in my hands and feel the 


strings under my fingers. 


"Sure", | reply to Slash. "Let's play." 


THE END 


